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It's back, the coiled mutation that calls itself 'UNGAWA!' 
this time the battlecry is louder, deeper and stronger, the 
Ancient voices that fill my head must be set free. They 
speak of deep emotions,of passion and primitive 
obsession. Here In the heartland of the UK, such things 
seem strange and out of place, blow dried Joes and’ Jang s 
back off and walk away from anything that borders on the 
strange and the uncontrolJable 
Back here in the steaming mess of UNGAWA! 
headquarters, our aim is different, and our need is great. 
We long to jettison reality, let it go and for a few brief 
moments immerse ourselves in the world of obsession 
and unfettered enjoyment. We'd like to paddle in a Sea of 
Unholy Carnality, sample strange emotions and unusual 
desires. This issue is filled with some of the things that 
have twisted our vision and given us joy. 

The bug-eyed gals and goons that make up the staff of 
UNGAWA! have picked out some juicy morsels to get your 


snappers going. We can only point at some of the items 
that have tickled us or moved us with their small 
pleasures. Everyone knows at least a few, so write in - let it 
rip, we want to hear from YOU. We're interested in the 
spark of Madness. Intoxication and overblown emotion. 

While other hacks and critics pull out their refined pincers 
to measure whether a film or book is a masterpiece (Good) 
or Crapola (Bad), we say, stay your hand you Plonkhead. 
Who Cares? there's plenty of stuff out there that falls in 
between. It's those inspired moments that make you 
catch your breath - that's what interests us. 

This time around we branch out into the world of Pin-ups 
and Pulp and hope to stay there for a few issues before 
we cast our net even wider and further. A few regular 
features couldn't make it this time, the Race for Space was 
just too tight. But they'll be back with a vengeance next 
issue. Until then, So Long, your Pal 



UNGAWA! Editors - Foss Hagman & Cathal Tohill. Writers - 
Francois Choquet, Pete Tombs, Zorba the Geek, Mike Wathen, 
Honey Parker, Jack Stevenson, Specks Murty, Mondo Sanchez, 
Cathal Tohill, Moose McGill and Pierre Charles. Artwork - 
El Knoxo Grande (accept no substitute), R.K. Sloane, Simon 
Birell, Proofreading Cee Bee Mordin. 

Trans I at ions -■ Pete Tombs, Alastair 
STack. Thanks to Goongadin Records, 

Charlotte, Steve, Gore Gazette, 

Sheer Filth, Aran and Adrian. 


UNGAWA! (Incorporating House of Bamboo) 
pub. 3 times a year. All articles 
cpyright individual writers or Shit Creek 
Productions. Subscriptions, bribes, 
hate mall and assorted 
freebies to : UNGAWA ! , 

P.O. Box 1764. 

London NW6 2EQ 
England. 



lell it to Honey! 


I am writing to tell you that 1 
searched through your magazine 
to see if it lived up to its editorial 
promise. Unlike everyone else 
who will be writing in to you I did 
not find the the Franco interview 
to be the highlight. Although I 
cannot read french I know that it 
was published a few years ago in 
the French fanzine. There was 
little new in your magazine. The 
Rudy Ray Moore interview was 
also from another fanzine. In fact 
the article I enjoyed most was the 
Doris Wishman piece . . . am I 
alone in this respect. 

P.J. Cosgrove, 

Seymour Street, 

London. 

Can't read French, but know how 
to whinge what does it all 
mean??? Youre not alone In your 
appre elation of the timely piece 
on Doris Vlshman, I hope there 
will be a follow up sometime soon. 


WANTED: On Video. Early Mondo 
Movies. Sword and Sandal. 

Serials, Mexican Horror, Juvenile 
Delinquency., Educational Films, 
Franco, Freda, Rollin and rare 
Spanish Horror, will buy, trade, or 
whatever send your lists to 
C. Tohill. 90E Highbury Hill. 
London N5. 

England. 


Just thought I’d send in a photo of 
my family, I hope you like it. If 
you print it I'll send in a photo of 
my 3001b girlfriend as she waddles 
around topless .... 

Charles F. Moore 
Bryan Road. 

Manchester. 



Turd No. 1 

??????$3 from P.O. Box 12214 

Gainsville 

FI. 32603 USA 


I'm stuck in prison and would like 
to get hold of material on murder 
and other assorted types of sleaze. 
Can any of your readers send me 
photocopies, books or magazines, 

I can offer my services as a 
researcher in exchange for goods. 

If anyone is kind enough to send 
me items , can they please put 
'From the Publisher' on the 
outside of the envelope. I can’t help 
it - it's the law in this state. Any 
help, correspondance would be 

gratefully recieved 

Jay Lee Gates 
700 Conley Lake Road 
Montana State Prison 
Deer Lodge. MT 59722 - 9707. 

So what to you and your pathetic 
publication, what this country 
needs is a magazine with balls & 
bite. A rag thats PSYCHOTIC, 
excessive - a magazine that doesn’t 
give a fuck who or what it offends. 
Your writers are too restrained 
and polite we want something 
straight from the toilet bowl, raw, 
pulsating and full of goodness. Get 
some new blood, some people who 
aren't afraid to drop their pants 
and rant .... (2 more similar 
sounding pages). 

Goodbye 
Phil Ashley 
Cardora Street 
Leeds. 

Eveiyone loves a rant - a hate 
filled missive and we're no 
exception. To anyone out there 
with venom in their bones we say 
this. Put it on Paper , send it in 
and well print it ... a good two 
page rant on any topic, thas what 
we want. Send in your bile - we 
need it! 

-thirigs - 

Boiled Angel No. 1 

Something for all you sickos out 
there, a comic with a difference. 
Personal, scratchy and bordering 
on the totally tastless . . .fun for 
all the family. 

$3 from Michael C. Diana 
519 Cleveland Avenue 
S.W.. largo 
FI. 34640 USA 

The Intergalactic House of 
Fruitcakes 

1 Shelton Place 

North Street 

Heavitree. Exeter 

England EXl "SRE 

At last a religion you can believe 

in. Hail Otis! Send a small amount 

of dosh and find out about the 

IGHF - today! 
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LET’S HEAR IT for the humble Monster Magazine, the beast 
whose memory will not die. It was inside the pun filled pages of 
these old publications that many a young film fan caught their 
first taste of wonder. Yep, it's here that impressionable 
youngsters drooled and slurped over stills from bent'n'batty 
Mexican Movies and other kinds of strange horrors, but the 
Monster Mag was much more than this it had ads for all sorts of 
shit .... Seahorses, Amazing Masks and classy models. It 
was also the place where ultra-young weirdos could send in 
their fanged-up photos for publication. 

Monster Maniac Mike Wathen, has dug deep into the vaults 
to give some idea of the twisted history of the monster 
magazine from its dusty beginnings in the Ackermansion 
through to the strange mutations of the sixties and seventies. 
So hang on monster fans our story is about to unfold . . . 



FAMOUS MONSTERS OF FILMLAND was the publication 
that really started it all. it brought Monsters and Horror into the 
shelves of your local newsagent and from that day forward 
things would never be quite the same. 

The event that kicked Famous Monsters into life and 
launched all the imitations was an issue of Life magazine. 
Towards the end of 1955, they ran a sort of Creature feature - 
an article on the Teenage Monster Movie craze which was 
rounded off with an interview with Herman Cohen, the producer 
of 'I was a Teenage Werewolf, 'Teenage 
Frankenstein’ etc . . . .This timely feature helped fan the 
flames of interest within the business world - there was much 
moolah to be made from Monsters, Movies and fang crazy pre- 
teens. 

MAKE WAY FOR WONDERAMA 

The idea for Famous Monsters didn't just come out of nowhere - 
it began with the desperation of one man, a young publisher 
called James Warren. At the. beginning of '57 Warren's 
publishing career was on the downspin, his Playboy type 
magazine 'After Hours', had folded leaving him just enough 
money for a one-shot venture. He had no particular idea what 
on, but he wanted something and it had to be big, current and a 
guarranteed seller. All he needed was a gimmick, an angle and. . 
. a break, just as he was scuffling to make it big along came 
Forest J Ackerman, Mr Science Fiction. 
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It was Ackerman’s idea that the US needed a magazine 
which covered strange and fantastic cinema. On a trip to 
Europe, he had picked up copies of ‘Cinema 57’, a fairly 
serious French magazine devoted solely to fantastic films, with 
suggested that a gap existed in the US for a similar publication. 
Warren went for the idea, with Ackerman's knowledge and 
resources they could be on to a winner. They put together a 
dummy of this new but serious publication ■ they called it 
'Wonderdma' and Warren hawked the idea around the 
distributors but no one wanted to know until the 'Life* article hit a 
few businessmen between the eyes. After this they realised 
they had a trend on their hands and one which would grab those 
youthful spenders, the teens and pre-teens. A sharp magazine 
distributor contacted Warren and the deal was struck - do 
something on Monsters for kids and teenagers and we'll really 
sell it! So, for better or worse 'Wonderama' totally changed 
its trajectory (and name), lowered its target age range to 8 
years/early teens and said goodbye to being a magazine aimed 
at the more wordy older audience. Ackerman grimmaced and 
quibbled - but with a certain amount of misgiving a publishing 
phenomenon was born. 

SCREEN CHILLS AND NO THRILLS 

As far as Britain was concerned they had been beaten to the 
punch by the pretty wretched ‘Screen Thrills' and 
'Macabre Stories' which appeared in late '57. This had the 
dubious honour of being the first Monster magazine ever 
published in the UK. It was an off-shoot of Pep Publishers and 
Penine Publications both better known for glamour type 
photography magazines which were more cheesy than sleazy. 
(More about these publications at a later date - Ed). 

'Famous Monsters’ lurched into life in February 1958 
and despite weather bad enough to keep sensible folk off the 
streets it sold out within a few days. The mixture of Monsters 
and Mad Magazine type humour hit the button with the public. It 
was perfect timing, horror was booming and American 
International pictures along with early Hammer films were 
finding large and impressionable audiences. Warren decided to 
strike while the iron was hot and instructed Forry Ackerman to 
start work on Issue 2. 

Sales kept on soaring and other publishers tried to cash in 
on the market - imitations began to quickly appear on the 
newsstands. They came fast and furious. 'Monster Parade’ 
was a good contender for the throne, a sleazy looking rag 
whose first issue featured an over endowed girl on the cover, 
came out in September '58. 'World Famous Monsters' was 
next, a copy of FM so exact that Warren took them to court - 
and lost! This hastily put together concoction went in for lots of 
short articles many of which ended not just in mid-sentence, but 
in mid - wordill They crammed in lots of information much of it 

wrong this bit the dust after only four issues. 

And still they came .... lured on by the gold in the Monster 
Market. 'Monsters and Things' lasted two issues in 1959, 
'Shock Tales' one, 'Suspense' four . . . about the only one 
of the original crop of imitators to become anything like a 
success, (eventually), was 'Journal of Frankenstein' in 
1959, published by New World Enterprises and edited by Calvin 
Thomas Beck. With a name change to 'Castle of 
Frankenstein', this one became the best and longest 
surviving of 'Famous Monsters' rivals. But you'd never 
know it from looking at the first issue. The front cover was so 
boring that they used the back in ail the subsequent ads! The 
rest of the magazine was a weird mish mash with four totally 
different typefaces and an amateurish pasted up look that 
prefigured the punk fanzines of 20 years later. 

MONSTERS AND THINGS 

Meanwhile, back in Britain, a company called Thorpe and 
Porter, publishers and importers of American comics and 
magazines, decided to put out the British editions of these 
crazy new US magazines. They may not have got the original 
publisher’s permission on this as they stopped after two and a 
half issues. But they certainly got themselves into a mess. 
They really screwed up on 'Famous Monsters' number 2, 
leaving out piles of goodies and generally mucking around with 
the inside. Other titles were mutilated in a similar manner, after a 
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few issues, Thorpe and Porter wised up and stuck to importing 
the stuff from the US. 

Meanwhile, back in the States, 'Famous Monsters' 
settled into a quarterly schedule with number 3, the first one 
with a decent cover, and Ackerman really had to fight for it! 
Ackerman's devotion to the horror film gave the magazine its 
penchant for older and to his younger audience ■ mouldier horror 
films. To refute the claim that 'Famous Monsters' was only 
interested In the classic horror films of the 1920's and 30's, 
number 3 contains stories and features on 'Monster of 
Piedros Blancas', 'Night of the Ghouls’ and the 
unmade 'Frankenstein from Space'. 

ACKERMAN BECOMES ACKERFAN! 

With 'Famous Monsters’, Ackerman transformed into 
Ackerfan - and the writing, layout and lettering had a wild, crude 
charm about it. Some of the title pages looked as if they had 
been blocked in by hand. This kind of homemade look helped to 
give 'Famous Monsters' a certain atmosphere and certainly 
influenced the look of a hundred fanzines. 

Starting with issue Number 9 , 'Famous Monsters' went 
bi-monthly, the covers improved and the content began to get 
more serious. From now on up to Number 28 are the truly great 
issues, the ones old fans of the magazine get wet eyed over. 
With these issues it really went from strength to strength. 
Having seen off the competition (at least temporarily) the 
Warren Organisation launched a sister publication with the 
snazzy title 'Famous Westerns of Filmland'!! Just as 
you'd expect the magazine wasn’t a runaway success and it 
folded after 6 issues. The next attempt at a sister magazine 
'Spacemen' was another failure. It was Ackerman's labour of 
love, and the inspired layouts reflected his devotion to his first 
love. Science Fiction. Unfortunately, after eight issues and one 
year book 'Spacemen' was laid to rest. 


THE CHEAP JOKERS AND MORE 

As 'Famous Monsters' became more serious, the cheap 
jokers crawled out of the woodwork. 'Mad Monsters' and 
'Horror Monsters' were two of the clown princes and 
pretenders to the throne. Edited by Sanzar Quasaoad (!) and 
Abernathy Farquond (I), these two magazines were hated by 
the serious fans and held up by those who hated Monster 
Magazines as to what the field was all about. Cheap, silly, filled 
with E.C. comics type language, they can now be seen as a 
major resource for stills from the more obscure 60's films 
(especially the AlP stuff) like 'Vampire and the Ballerina', 
'The Head' . . . and what's more they're a lot of fun!!!! 

1962 was a key year, Calvin Beck was back with 'Castle 
of Frankenstein' Number 1. Its major change in direction 
was a new unabashed criticism of films it chose to cover. 

This was seen as the way forward and future issues of this 
erratic but always interesting magazine showed them to be 
unafraid to call a bad film anything else. 'Castle of 
Frankenstein' lasted for 25 issues plus one annual. It 
quickly matured from the trivial nonsense of the first issue or 
two to fine stuff like Number 4, an all vampire issue which 
contained more words than all the other monster magazines put 
together. Over the years it went through some changes. It ran 
articles by William K Everson, Richard Bojarski, Ken Beale, 
Ramsey Campbell, Bill Warren, David Hogan and Joe Dante. It 
went psychedelic. It criticised Nixon and finally ran out of steam 
in June 1975. 

'Famous Monsters' branched out and began 
experimenting with a hundred page specials starting with 
Number 13, and with Number 21, they announced that each 



issue would be 100 pages. Warren began to expand his empire 
and with Number 23, Central Publications became Warren 
Publications. After this, about a quarter of each issue was 
given to ads for the Captain Company, a Warren owned 
subsidiary and mailorder firm for masks, books, t-shirts etc. ' 
Meanwhile, in France, something was stirring. June 1962 
saw the first issue of 'Midl-Minuit Fantastique', a serous 
fantasy film journal obsessed with all the things missing from its 
American counterparts • sex, sadism, surrealism and the auteur 
theory. It started off digest sized and grew to be a normal sized 
magazine with stills on glossy paper, great ad-mats and 
features on TV fantasy, Riccardo Freda and Barbara Steele its 
certainly had a lot going for it. Issue 8 'Erotisme et epouvante 
dans le cinema Anglais' is just one of the classic issues, this is 
undoubtedly THE source for all those stories about stronger 
European/Japanese versions of British Horror films. There's 
plenty of stuff in issue 8 on 'Peeping Tom', 'Jack the 
Ripper', London's uncensored film clubs, 'Circus of 
Horrors’. 'Black Museum', 'The Flesh and the 
Fiends', and 'The Hellfire Club' - with topless orgy 
sequences from the last two it's hardly surprising that it went 
out of print almost overnight! At it's best 'Midi-Minuit 
Fantastique' was wonderful, crazed nonsense and along 
with 'Castle of Frankenstein' probably the best fantasy 
magazine ever. 


HYPODERMIC NEEDLE 



FAKES HYPO SHOTS 


Ivi»ryb«af wHI faint wfion you plung* HiU noodU 
Inta a vtcHin't aim and lak* blood from Hto volni 
wMi MlH fonwino looking, rogwlotion liso foko 
hypodormlcl Wont, hormlow noodU oppoor* to 
ptinligit ^ (kin bat roally ditappoara into (ocrot 
dwoibor. Spocioi bwiton roloato* foko “Mood" a« 
if drown from vktim. Aiio mod to “tnioct’' blood 
Into vktini, o Hook, on appio, otc. Groat fon If you 
bovo strong stomochl Only $I.SO plot 25( postogo 
and handling. 
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THE SONS OF FAMOUS MONSTERS 

In the US all those fans who had been ’growing up' with 
'Famous Monsters' began to put out their own magazines. 
'Horrors of the Screen' was- probably the first 'proper' 
fanzine, soon followed by 'The Bela Lugosi Journal', 
'Garden Ghouls Gazette' which ended up being edited by 
Fred C Clarke, it became 'Cine-fantastique' in 1967 and 
metamorphisized into the glossy item we all know in 1970. 
'Gore Creatures' started in the summer of 1963 and is still 
going strong, it's undoubtedly the world's longest running 
monster film magazine, it became 'Midnight Marquee' in 
September 1977 and in 1988. published a 200 page 25th 
anniversary issue. Over the years they've published many fine 
articles on William Castle, Alison Hayes, 'The Body Snatcher’, 
'Witchfinder General', 'Burn Witch Burn’, 'Horror Hotel', 
collecting posters etc • several of these have been reprinted in 
the mighty 'Fllmfax'. 

More professional rivalry for 'Famous Monsters’ was 
provided in 1962 by 'Fantastic Monsters from the 
Films', at least that was the intention. Published by Black 
Shield and edited by ex 'Famous Monsters’ staffer Ron 
Haydock. 'Fantastic Monsters from the Films' was a 
well produced mag that intended to take over the Monster 
Magazine field. Despite lurid colour, fold out monster pin-ups 
and Paul Blaisdell's special effects secrets, the magazine was 
a financial disaster. Issue 6 revealed a new super-duper 
'Fantastic Monsters' but despite it's new look and 
improved contents it floundered with issue 7 (never imported to 
Britain). This was a body blow to it's editor Rockin' Ron 
Haydock, who was as unsuccessful as a rock'n’roller as he was 
as a magazine editor. He lucked out altogether when he was 
later knocked down by a truck and killed. 

Other magazines came and went, something called 
'Thriller' appeared for 3 issues but no one noticed it much and 
it was out of business by late '62. 'Famous Monsters' was 
also going through some changes, and with issue 28 it reverted 
to the old pun-filled format and lowered its somewhat tight tone. 
'The Flesh Eaters' was the cover of Number 29 and major 
coverage of Mexican and Japanese films began. Warren began 
to expand his publishing arm and brought out a whole slew of 
stuff starting with 'Monster World', this was 'Famous 
Monsters’ in all but name and ran for ten issues. He released 
other goodies like 'The Best of Famous Monsters' 
paperbacks, 'Horror of Party Beach', 'The Mole 
People', 'Curse of Frankenstein'/'Horror of Dracula' 
movie one-shots and the first of his comic magazines 
'Creepy'. Warren Publishing had really become an empire! 

POSTSCRIPT: BACK IN BRITAIN 

In Britain there were plenty of fanzines - 'Alien', 'Horror Film 
Club of Great Britain Bulletin', 'Movie Thrills', 
'Cyclops Eye' etc; but little else, the nearest we got to a pro- 
magazine was the cold and rather strange 'Insight', which ran 
for two issues during 1 964-5. It may have been a magazine for 
'devotees of fantasy and the macabre', but it was certainly 
given to some wild, wayout, half baked flights of language. 
Despite these fairly crazed posturings they also included 
articles on 'Shock Corridor' Richard Matheson, Roger Corman 
(by Chris Wicking) and 'The Black Sleep’ by Ramsey Campbell, 
among others. 

Other homegrown publications like 'Gothlque' were less 
pretentious. This one grew from being an obvious fan journal 
into a fine professional looking magazine and even had a 
companion title called 'Stardock* which did three SF 
orientated issues. Both folded in 1969 (except for a one-off 
20th anniversary issue published in 1985). 

Some US magazines like 'Shriek!' were produced in 
England but these contained the usual stuff - 'Dracula, Prince 
of Darkness', 'Dr Terror's House of Horrors’ and a few other off- 
the- trail bits ( Onibaba, Morgan, Moriana etc.). It didn’t last long 
and ended with a strange, depressing editorial about the lack of 
horror films 

This is not the end of our story, stranger things were yet to 
happen. Sure, Monster Mags died but they often came back, 
reborn, mutated and crazier than ever. The seventies would see 
more changes inside this offshoot of the Horror industry - the 
Beast was yet to come! 
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hex on somebody, right now! Can 
be fitted to picture frames, mir- 
rors, or anywhere you like. What- 
ever he ends up on becomes his 
body. Umgawa! Give him a pen- 
cil "spear” to hold! 

He’ll adapt to most anything, 
and he's soft pliable tan plastic, 
with bright red mouth and white 
pointed "teeth”. Give him a home, 
and "hex” your friends! 

Only $ 1 . 00 , postpaid. 

CASTLE DRACULA 
Topanga, California 



Mike Wathen 
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THEY CALL HIM MR GACY: SELECTED 
CORRESPONDENCE OF JOHN WAYNE GACY 
1979-89 

A ONE Of A KIND classic, an artifact. This great book contains 
a cross section of letters from Gacy's multitude of 'penpals' and 
often (although not always) his replies. Printing the raw stuff - 
the letters themselves, as you might pull them from the 
envelope, captures the spirit, essence and authenticity of the 
give and take of correspondence. Unobscured by the thick 
varnish of 'journalism' that lays over almost everything we read, 
the book succeeds as pure documentation. The sum total is by 
turns, hilarious, chilling, interesting and mundane. 

Gacy's correspondents comprise a wild and wired collection of 
psychos, weirdos, evangelists, death-cultist Rock 'n’Roiters 
and well as lonely housewives, scholars, media types, children, 
liars and unclassifiables. 

As a mega famous Mass Murderer, Gacy's case received 
immense press coverage which served as a sort of spiritual 
Dragnet, dredging the rocky bottom of the American psyche 
and hoisting up a wide variety of exotic life forms as well as the 
curious who just happened to get caught. His unique position at 
the top of the Media Monster heap has made Gacy the target of 
scrawled pleadings, rantings and ravings, hate screeds, love 
letters and seif serving pitches. A lot of the loose psychological 
flotsam out there finds its wav to his jailhouse door, and much 


of the mental driftwood that washes up in the daily mail is ugly , 
pitiful, hateful and fawning as well as being disarmingly sincere 
and illuminatingly honest. 

Gacy is a much despised figure to most of us, the virtual 
personification of evil, and a lot of people will fail to find any 
value in this book and dismiss it outright. But our perceptions of 
the man himself must be set aside as extraneous. It doesn't 
matter who the 'real' John Gacy is; he is all things to all people. 

In fact this is a book more about the people 'out there' than 
about John Gacy. That's what gives the book its energy and life 
- this passing parade of personalities. These letters allow us to 
get inside their heads, and that's not always the safest or 
sanest place to be. We become voyeurs with ringside seats to 
Intrigues and squabbles we have no business observing. Surely 
most of these people never expected their letters to be printed. 
Some must be horrified. Nobody's privacy is sacred. It's all laid 
bare. 

Whether it's the 34 year old 'sexy Black Mama' Terry Sue, 
who wants to fuck Gacy and 'the rest of his killer friends', or 
Bob in his chummy mock-friendly letters who tries to nail Gacy 
as a 'necro-queer' and 'corpse-humper', the book seldom bogs 
down. 

Gacy's colour clown paintings adorn the front and back 
covers of the book. This circus motif is unintentionally 
appropriate, since the book itself is basically a Hall of Mirrors, a 
book of delusions, full of fantasy, con-artistry, warped hatred 
and twisted affection. It's an out of kilter music-box full of 
faraway voices floating across the void propelled by a postage 
stamp. 

What did Gacy hope to accomplish with this book? Give us a 
little peek at the Zoo out there - glad he's safe behind bars? 
Make a play for sympathy by showing us what twisted fucks 
target him for abuse/ Tell his side of it all? 

Ultimately, the motives of Gacy are irrelevant and the book 
must be judged on its own merits. For whatever reasons, he 
has produced a classic volume of pure, raw documentation. A 
book that will be of fascination to psychologists, criminologists 
as well as trash rockers and skateboard punks. And like few 
other books it'll be of interest to mental health professionals as 
well as mental patients. 

Jack Stevenson 


Colour cover/Self portrait by Gacylittl! 
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SATAN WANTS YOU. 1988. 

The cult of devil worship in America, 

Arthur Lyons, Mysterious Press. 

A great cover and even greater pix spice 
up this way-out potted history. Like any 
quick jaunt it's got its weak spots, but it'll 
give you some idea of the weirdness that' 
grown to infect the USA. It's a wide, wide 
net which takes in: 'The Cloven Hoof 
Newsletter', 'The Temple of Baal', the Pow 
Wow’, red headed Ron Hubbard, Susan 
'knife licker' Atkins, 'The Temple of Set', 
'The Process', Anton LaVey, Satanic 
Discos - (Satans A Go Go!}, Sammy Davis 
Junior and morel 

There's even a quick digression on 
Satanism and Heavy Metal and the Guitar 
crotch blast gets a total thumbs down by 
devotees of Lucifer himself. To seasoned 
Satanic oidsters like Anton LaVey, it's 
crass and Christian -they prefer the 
seductive weave of Irving Berlin and good 
toons like 'That Old Black Magic'! 

(ZTG) 


THE BLACK DAHLIA 

James Ellroy, Mysterious Press, 1988. 

Grab it, bite it, eat it, but don't gulp this 
feisty enchilada; you'll come out the real 
loser. It's a multi-stringed thing , a tale of 
murder and bruised lives gone wrong - a 


twisted rap with it's own kickback and 
more. 

The main belly of the book is written in 
easy rolling slang, a kind of clipped 
dynamite that implies toughness, tenacity 
and an underlying psychosis. The 
splayed'Out body of a crunched, slashed 
and mutilated woman is the key icon in the 
relentless thrust of the story. Everyone 
connects to her bashed up, bloodless 
corpse and in the end no one comes out 
clean and purified. There's no clear 
solution, no easy redemption, it's a 
downbeat story of people sort of shitholed 
by their own nature. In fact it's nearly 
rockhard, classic hardboiled stuff except 
that somehow you doni really feel that the 
canker comes from within, although that's 
a minor quibble in a book you can 
recommend without reservation. 

(C.T.) 

THE PERFECT VICTIM: 

The true story of the girl in the box, 
Christine McGuire and Norton. 

W.H. Allen, 1989. 

Hang on Kiddies as we slip, slop and dive 
into the underbelly of Smalltown USA, a 
world of milksop bozos and straight down 
the line values. Or is it? 

Just scrape the surface of the clean and 
ordered world and what do you get - 
twisted neurosis, deviance and outlandish 
perversion among the Trailers and 
Condominiums. Here's a true tale which 
mixes the fiendish, the devious and the 
excruciatingly ordinary. A 20 year old 
female is captured and imprisoned in a 
small-coffin shaped box for nearly 7 years. 
Her captors seem glaringly normal - a 
frumpy mother with glasses and her 
gangly, slave-obssessed hubbie, but all 
was not applepie in their househoid. She 
was downtrodden and wimpy, while he had 
dreams of cellar full of (female) slaves 
bent to his will. 

They came to an understanding, she 
wanted kids, love and less bondage ; he 
wanted a live-in, breathing sex toy. 
Someone who would do his bidding - 
anytime anyplace, anywhere. So for seven 
years he had a slave, someone to truss, 
hang, fuck, burn, dunk, whip and torment 
and in his own way love. In fact slavery 


and dreams of dominance filled his life and 
his home became a kind of perverted do-it- 
yourself paradise, with all sorts of useful 
gadgets and contraptions for torture and 
control. 

The story doesn't end there, there’s plenty 
more meat including weird mind games, 
siavery contracts and chaining to the toilet 
bowl! If you can wade through the legal 
rambling, I can guarantee an unusual and 
disturbing read. 

(C.T) 


Intimate interviews with 
female sex stars! 



Here at last is everything you've 
wanted to know about those fe- 
male sex-film stars but didn't 
know who to ask. In this unusual 
book, the interviewers present 
portraits of what the girls are 
really like: their everyday lives off 
camera and on camera. The re- 
sults are startling in their candor, 
hilarious in their true to life anec- 
dotes about girls who do stag 
movies! PLUS a special profile of 
the star of DEEP THROAT— Linda 
Lovelace! 


NOW ON SALE AT ALL 
BOOKSELLERS 

Or use coupon to order direct from 
the publisher. Payment must 
accompany order. 


GIRLS WHO DO STAG MOVIES: 

Intimate interviews with female sex stars. 
W. Rotsler, Melrose Square Pub, 1973. 

A good idea goes to waste and what you 
end up with is a semi-interesting potboiler. 
I'd hoped for some gossip, scandal and 
behind the scenes info from the world of 
porn. But, what you get is some superficial 
noodling with Uncle Willie Rotsler - the 
ageing suave-fuck himself. 

There's and interview with VunderVixen 
Uschi Digart as well as chats with other 
'stars' of one-handed Cinema, 
unfortunately none of them really deliver. 
(ZTG) 
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Edward Theodore Gein - little Eddie'. His grisly legend lives on. 
Nowadays, he's some kind of Totem for horror loving Honchos, 
a symbol of deviance, rebellion and twisted genius. The Ed Gein 
story has become the stuff of legends; fact, fiction and rumour 
have intertwined to give his story a life all of its own. It's hard to 
get some kind of realistic perspective on the whole thing and 
see through the over-blown headlines and stories from the time. 
Back in the Fifties, Ed's tale was an earth-shaking sensation. 
But the Fifties was a time when Taboos really meant something, 
they werent just something casually broken by the average 
asshole and Ed busted quite a few of the deeper ones • worse 
still he brought them out into the open. The story shocked and 
stunned not just the public, it also whammed the Police and 
Reporters who dealt with the case. Right from the beginning, 
Detectives didn't really know what to make of the bones, skin 
and skulls: what really went on in that eerie farmhouse? What 
really happened? What ordinary jerk could ever know? Sure 
they could sort out some of the facts but only good old Ed could 
ever tell them what really happened. And, being a sharp cookie 
Ed knew how to keep 'Mum'. 

THE OEDIPAL SAP 

It's hardly surprising that the story grew to be the most 
sensational of the decade, it was pulsatingly horrific to begin 
with and genuine horror and distaste sometimes managed to 
blow it out of proportion. In the hands of the press weird fact 



became outrageous fantasy. From the mess of press stories 
the iegend of Ed Gein was born.ln the fifties he was seen as the 
ultimate bogeyman, furtively shuffling to his next grave, murder 
or disemboweling. While in the eighties he achieved some kind 
of 'cult' status among hordes of people who fancied themselves 
as hip, horror-loving outsiders. To them, he was a symbol of 
unacceptability, a cool ghoul and twisted genius. Ed was all 
things to all men: a fantasy monster: 'idiot savant', crazy hick, 
'oedipal Sap' and a lonely, demented dupe! If there is an answer 
it lies in a combination of all of these, you make up your own 
mind. Lets wheel out the story one more time and unearth some 
of the truth about Ed Gein (pronounced Geen). 



The whole sad and sordid case took place near the 'dead 
centre' of Wisconsin, a few miles outside a one-street town 
called Plainfield. Only the bottom triangle of Wisconsin is 
populated and urban , the rest is sprawling country with its own 
air of untouched desolation. Plainfield is slap bang in the middle 
of this soul-sucking expanse of seemingly endless countryside. 
Most folks think that the sin-soaked city is the breeding ground 
for 'Murder and Depravity' but fresh air. vegetables and a life 
deep in God’s own country can also screw you up! Wisconsin is 
the perfect example - it's man against nature in this bleak, 
desolate land that gives little and takes a lot. Even if the people 
have adjusted to the hardship and solitude, plenty of them still 
go crazy in this wild, untamed land. Only the toughest survive 
the crushing isolation and many people have died in brutal and 
unforseen circumstances, victims of poverty and 'cabin fever'. 


1 1 




AMERICAN MOST 
BIZARRE MURDERER 


By JUPQE ROBERT H. OOt-LMAB 


JEZEBELS AND STRUMPETS 

About the only thing tougher than the land itself was Ed's 
hardbaked mother, Augusta, who ruled her house with a fist of 
iron and a tongue to match. Ed's father and brother all came 
under her thunder and even the local townsfolk kept their 
distance when they saw her coming. She was fearsome, 
domineering and particularly unloved, except by old Ed, who 

worshipped her like some whimpering pup perhaps she 

was the reason he had this shit-eating grin on his face 24 hours 
a day! Mrs Augusta Gein was a woman obsessed with sin, sex 
and damnation, a stout Lutheran, so hardline that nobody, but 
nobody in the whole goddamn county was untainted, unspoiled 
or free from the mark of the devil. Hardwork, thrift and self- 
denial were the only things in life that mattered to her and 
sneaky Satan was forever waiting to tempt you with the sins of 
the flesh. In her eyes almost every woman was a 'harlot', a 
'strutting Jezebel' or 'brazen strumpet'. Everyone except for 
herl She loathed the touch of flesh against flesh and only 
humped in the interests of procreation. Why couldn't all women 
do the same? 

in their isolated farmhouse, Augusta had complete control, 
she’d make sure that Ed and his brother Henry were regulated, 
kept away from the evils of temptation. Henry kind of resented 
his puritanical mother, but Ed and her had this special 
relationship, in its own perverted way you could call it love. 
Whatever it was, it was something that spineless Eddie needed. 
No one could ever come up to her high standards and he found 
himself with his freaked-out Mom as his closest companion. To 
all the other folks he was an oddball, a real hayseed, the 
ultimate hick, a guy who could only grin like a twat and come out 
with sappy crap. He was a nobody, a nothing. Yet while they 
were busy looking down or ignoring him, his mind was working 
overtime. They were all sin-soaked saps who'd get wasted by 
the fire of divine retribution. 

MOTHER GUTS AND BLOOD 

There's no doubt about it, Ed grew up with some kooky ideas 
floating around his skull and in the quiet of desolate, rural 
Wisconsin he had plenty of time to brew them up into something 
pretty special. One of his most potent memories was of seeing 
his Mother and Father skinning and gutting a deer, he never 
forgot the sight of his Mom standing there, knife in hand, 
covered in blood and slime. 

Pretty soon death began to rear its ugly head and the Gein 
nuclear family began to be whittled away. Ed's father, George, 
was the first to shuffle off and he was quickly followed by 
Eddie’s only brother Henry. Henry died in strange 
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circumstances but no one suspected Ed until the shit hit the fan 
13 years later. Ed was so harmless looking and half-baked that 
no one gave it any thought at the time. 

Not long after this, Augusta, the 'patriarchal powerhouse' 
suffered a stroke, and Ed scurried around tending her every 
need, but within a year Ed would be left totally alone. He would 
have even more time to boil up his weird ideas and what would 
fill the gap in his life now that his sainted, all powerful Momma 
was gone? 

No one noticed the difference, but after the death of his 
mother, Ed began to spiral inwards, deeper into his own little 
fantasy world. To the local folks he seemed like the same old 
shithead. Wasnl he always whimpering on about some crackpot 
crap like headhunters, cannibalism, murder, embalming and 
people who changed their sex. Everyone laughed when he'd 
come out with his geeky theories and exotic mumblings, usually 
it was right in the middle of dinner! To Ed this 'crap' was the stuff 
that really mattered and pretty soon it would give him immense 
satisfaction as he whiled away those lonely winter nights. 


BOXES OF GENTITALS, COLLECTIONS OF NOSES. 


It was the murder of local shopkeeper, Bernice Worden, on 
November 16th, 1957, that brought Ed’s grisly lifestyle out into 
the open and Ed was finally revealed as a man of unique tastes 
and pre-occupations. Ed was the only suspect in the Worden 
case and the Police had the flimsiest of evidence to go on, a 
large pool of blood of the storefloor, some discharged shells, an 
anti-freeze docket and the testimony of Frank Worden that Ed 
had been acting a bit sneaky. A visit to the Gein farm changed 
all that and blew the case and county wide open .... there 
hanging gutted and headless was the body of the fifty eight 
year old Granny, she was hung up by the heels in Gain’s shed 
and she was deader than Vaudeville. If they were shocked by 
the mutilated body of the aging storekeeper, then what they 
found in the rest of Gein Mansion must have left them totally 
stunned. By stepping into the rundown farmhouse they said 
goodbye to any conception of normality - they were entering 
Ed's private, little fantasy world, a mixed-up, shook-up place 
where the banal and the gruesome lay side by side. 

The first thing they noticed was the garbage, Ed was the 
ultimate garbageman, a saver, a collector who was manically 
thrifty and practical. The rundown 'Geinstead' was full of 
Eddies's little homely touches: mounds of magazines, toys from 
cereal packets, plastic whistles, a washbasin full of sand and all 
sorts of junk. It seemed that Ed hung onto everthing. 

In among the garbage and the gloom, they came upon Ed’s 
idiosyncratic collections - his box of delights. Ed kept his 
goodies in shoeboxes; one box was full of human noses - fifteen 
in all! Another was packed with female genitals, one had gone 
green, while another was painted silver and trimmed with ribbon, 
the rest were liberally sprinkled with salt. He really took care of 
the things he loved. 





COUNTER PRODUCTIONS 

PO BOX 556 London SE5 

Send sae for our free mail-order catalogue of umisuof and exftaorbinatp 
publications; from Pandemonium to Principia Discordia; from Fortean Times 
to Digger Tracts', from The Rights of Woman to Beat Your Relatives to 
Bloody Pulp, Many in short supply: act now to avoid disappointment!;-: 


THE ED GEIN SKINDUSTRY! 

As they sifted through the piles of rubbish they came upon all 
sorts of bits and pieces, a human heart in a plastic bag, organs 
wrapped in newspaper, a skull used as a soupbowl and a freshly 
severed head. What really shocked them was Ed's inspired 
handiwork, it seemed that Ed passed the lonely winter nights 
making all sorts of trophies and objects to spruce up his 
rundown pad. It was the Ed Gein Skindustry and Ed used 
human skin to make lampshades, bracelets, a waste-basket, 
chair coverings, tom-toms and a few knife sheaths. Other body 
parts were put to good use and Ed showed even more of his 
grisly genius for design and innovation. He definitely revealed 
touches of ghoulish chic with his belt made of female nipples 
and his shade-pull decorated with a pair of lips. Ed didn't just let 
his creative juices stop there - he had a whole wardrobe full of 
rather fetching items - all made of human skin. There were 
plenty of masks all complete with hair and peeled from faces. 
Some were daubed with lipstick and stuck up on the walls of his 
kitchen and livingroom. Ed’s 'piece de resistance' was his skin 
suit, a neat two-piece job consisting of leggings and a vest 
complete with mammaries. In short there was a whole mound of 
horror, just what would any visiting Police Officer make of this 
sordid catalogue of bodies and artifacts? 

As the story hit the press, the shock and horror helped fan 
the flames of outrageous fantasy, reporters had little access to 
Eddie so there was no chance of any real digging into the truth. 
Ed. as always, was really cagey and calculating, and only 
admitted to the two murders where the police had substantial 
evidence. When the questioning got into areas that he didn't 
want to talk about, he’d moan and whimper like some sick old 
woman and the grilling would have to stop, Ed didn't want, or 
need to come clean. His conscience was clear, he might break 
down and sob, that was one way of getting those tough cops off 
his tail, but he isn't give two goddamns about what he'd done. 
He loved it. the plain truth was Eddie couldn't distinguish 
between fantasy and reality, he was so deep in his own little 
world that he never thought about getting caught. If he had, 
shit, he would've been a whole lot smarter. In the end he was 
just some kind of deluded hick with an unusual approach to 
getting his kicks! 

DANCING WITH DOCTOR GEIN 

Ed may have been dumb, but he wasn’t stupid and under 
questioning he admitted to grave robbing and using the bodies 





to help revamp the furniture and his own personal wardrobe, (the 
sentence for this was always smaller than the one for murder). It 
turned out that he used to adorn himself with vest, leggings, 
mask and vagina and dance around in the moonlight. He tied the 
bits and pieces on with string. Like any clued up honcho, he 
knew 'it took two tits to tango' even if they were a bit hard and 
lumpy! Dancing and frolicking in the Moonlight wasn't Ed's main 
objective for wearing his stunning creations, he admitted to 
detectives that he really wanted to be a Woman. He revealed 
that during his childhood he'd always wanted to be a Doctor and 
as an adult he’d read everything he could about changing sex. 
He'd hoped to develops enough skills to perform the operation 
himself but had to settle for waltzing around in skins as the 
complete operation was just beyond his limited medical 
knowledge. 

Although Ed admitted to two murders and all those other 
unsavoury acts, the evidence pointed to much more than he 
was telling, what about the 5 extra noses? Ed admitted nothing 
and there is a distinct possibility that he kept quiet about other 
stuff that he thought would increase his stay in prison. 

Still there was plenty of meat for the press to get their teeth 
into - stories about Cannibalism were plenty, although the 
evidence of this was skimpy to say the least. These headlines 
hit the locals where it really hurt - their stomachs. After they 
read this stuff plenty of them stepped forward with tales about 
Ed's generous deliveries of venison, others were crippled with 
gut-ache and mysterious stomach infections. Ed left his mark 
on the area in other ways, locals were so outraged by Ed's 
deeds that they burned down the Gein ’House of Horror'. They 
wanted to erase the memory of Ed Gein forever from the region 
of Plainfield. Ed was duly tried for the murder pf the two women , 
Bernice Worden and Mary Hogan, but due to legal 
complications, was shipped off to a hospital for the criminally 
insane. The townsfolk were outraged, that they wanted Gein to 
really pay - this pea-brained handyman and his ghoulish 
activities shook the local folk in a way they could not forgive or 
forget. It wasn't just the fact that he peeled the skin from their 
dead neighbours and mothers or pranced around getting kicks 
from using their putrifying bodies. It went deeper than that, to 
them Ed was a halfbaked asshole and the country was full of 
unshaved, lonely guys like him. They had pigeonholed him as a 
smirking simpleton, a complete nonentity and they were 
tragically wrong. It was something they wanted to forget but 
couldnt, especially if the press and tourists had their way. They 
wanted the memory of Ed Gein obliterated forever!^ 

Hospital life agreed with Ed, he liked the grub, the routine and 
the attention of nurses and doctors. He felt less lonely than he 
did in Plainfield, he chatted to some of the inmates about 
skinning and embalming, he put weight on and was happy. He 
also' received letters from women and some even requested a 
lock of his hair. 

It was was a plumper Ed Gein that turned up for his retrial in 
1968, but he was still cagey and sharp as a pin. He was sent 
back to Hospital and died of heart failure on July 26th, 1984. 
The 'shy ghoul' was gone. The real story of Ed Gein can never 
be fully told .... did he have a sidekick called Gus, how many 
did he murder? What other depravities did he get up to? Only so 
much of the jigsaw was ever pieced together, the bones, skins 
and skulls were never examined fully because it was 
considered too expensive, it was never fully determined just 
which bodies he did dig up. The shock and the horror that 
surrounded the case stopped quite a lot of the probing - Ed kept 
pretty tightlipped about a lot of things and just wouldn't spill the 
beans no matter what. So if there were more murders, 
ghoulishness and weird practices we'll never know. In the final 
analysis, after looking at his distorted ingenuity and 
individualism you have to tip your hat and say "he was truly a 
one-shot Maverick and a Great American". 

Specks Murty and Mondo Sanchez 


The Geiiutead. inspiration for 'Deranged* and 'Psycho'. 
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BLOODY PIT OF HORROR 

(The Red Hangman, Virgins for the 
Executioner) ItalyAJS 1965 
Dir. Massimo Pupillo 

Starring: Mickey Hargitay, Louise Barrett, 
Massimo Pupillo. 

Forget those assholes the critics and give 
this sucker a chance. After all it's got 
some of the stuff we know and love: 
obsession, perversion and distorted 
psychosis. But before you cream yourself 
be prepared for patches of cocktail type 
musak and high camp mixed in with the 
menace and the diabolical torture. It's a 
film which veers between the serious and 
the schmaltzy. Yet thank God for it, and 
all those other Euro-Horrors soaked in the 
erotic and the macabre, at least they 
tackled areas where other filmmakers 
feared to tread. 

The ads promised 'a hairraising Orgy of 
Sadism', but the reality was a little 
different. It's an enticing oddity that's a 
mustsee item for fans of Mickey Hargitay 
and lovers of the perverse and the 
cheesy. Even if it never achieves its full 
potential, it still dishes out some small 
pleasures and unique moments. 

The opening scenes are great, they're 
overblown and demented. They reveal the 
cackling, ranting psychosis of The 
Crimson Executioner, a deranged dude 
who slakes his lust, egotism and hatred in 
vile and pernicious torture. Despite this he 
has his own sense of style and his red, 
pointy skullcap , snazzy tights, broad 
belt, black mask and huge medallion are 
pretty fetching. 

The main story takes place over 300 years 
later; a group of fun-loving models. 


photographers and a writer chance uf»n 
the Castle where the Crimson Executioner 
popped his clogs. Its new owner is Travis 
Anderson (Mickey Hargitay), a man whose 
growing strangeness and narcissism has 
caused him to retreat from the world. His 
kinship with the demented outlook of the 
Crimson Executioner is strong, and the 
arrival of these sex crazed guys and girls 
is the final factor which helps him truly flip 
his wig. He becomes that master of torture 
The Crimson Executioner. His hatred of 
love and lust is total and complete and he 
extracts brutal and unremitting vengeance 
in his dungeon of torture. Some of the 
devices are totally incredible, the most 
amazing is the deadly and intricate 
Spiderweb complete with its own 
diabolically poisonous Spider. He 
stretches, burns and mutPlates most of his 
visitors in a total frenzy of lust and hatred. 
In the hands of a more talented director, 
these scenes could have been among the 
most disturbing and unsettling of 
European Cinema. Unfortunately, much of 
their crazy venom is lost because of the 
spazzy music and flat acting. Yet, despite 
this, some of the menace and sadism still 
remain. 

The US scope version of 'Bloody Pit* 
has all the glorious ranting, sadism and 
torture scenes, but it does jump about a 
bit. This is because a few inconsequential 
but fun scenes have been cut from the US 
version, in fact a complete, unhacked 
print is only available in Italy and Belguim. 
'Bloody Pit' is no masterpiece but who 
really cares? It has its moments of 
madness, delirium and daftness, 
sometimes that’s more than enough for 
any film. 


COLLEGE GIRLS CONFIDENTIAL 

(USA 1966) 

AFPL Productions, Dir. A.C. Stephen 
(Stephen Apostolof), 

Starring; Forman Shane, Marsha Jordan, 
Lynda Styles, Gee Gentall . . . 

'This is no sacrifice baby, this is 
kicks.' You better believe it, Bub, this 
flick is a real ball twanger. Nearly 25 years 
later this stuff has real appeal, it's good 
clean, unmissable smut, which manages 
to milk the fads and preoccupations of the 
time. Nudity, lesbianism, drugs and 
amorality they're all here and like any great 
slab of exploitation it's got a heavy handed 
warning tacked on at the end. Yow-ee! 

So, why do I love it? Well, it's soaked with 
charm and innocent fun and unlike most 
sexploitation films it rolls along nicely. It's 
not just the mutedly sleazy jazz score 
and the almost constant strip'n’hump 
music that makes it so palatable. No, 
there's plenty of fleshy wriggling and 
general daftness to keep the whole 
shebang steaming along nicely. And just 
when you think it might peter out and 
become a little boring it builds to a goofy, 
skin-soaked climax. 



College Girls . . . , Cute'n'Sassy. 
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power of a Man-god' is destined to fight 
crime in the cheapest costume ever made, 
a pair of Levi's, a poloneck with a face 
drawn on it and a fairly ropey looking 
velvet cape. 

His enemy is the slimy, malignant 
Coberus, played masterfully by Donald 
Pleasance. Like all great villains he craves 
world domination and struts around 
wearing nothing but PVC. To the clumsy 
but appealing "Pooma Man' he snarls 'I will 
destroy your powers, I will destroy 
your mind.* 

The whole thing is a cheapo, cheapo 
concoction, but it has its charms, Spivvy 
Musak and other lighthearted touches 
help lift it up and keep it moving. Worth 
seeing if you are in the mood for a genial 
but juvenile romp. 

(2TG) 

DRIVE-IN SLEAZE 
(Compilation Tape available from Viking 
Entertainment Inc., 4520 Valerio St, 
Burbank, CA 91505. 

Take me to the Drive-In, I want to wallow in 
the thrilling newness of Pagan Love', 
torment myself with 'an orgy of 
wantonness and depravity', and strap on a 
cardboard cut-out Ras-pootin beard. 

This collection of promos and trailers 
should excite and enthrall any lover of 
horror and tasteful sleaze. There's some 
classic stuff here from the ’4D Man* 
through to The Horrors of the Black 
Museum'. But there's also some great 
gonzoid Euro pap including 'The 
Reluctant Sadist' and an incredible 
trailer for 'The Tower of Screaming 
Virgins' ( prisoners of Sex trapped in a 
Love Cagelll). And, just as your libido 
begins to boil, there's a few nudist type 
trailers for British nudies like 'Some Like 
It Cool', as well as Walter Bibo’s 
'Garden of Eden'. All in all a tasty 
crossection of terror and craziness with 
some wonderful Frug inspired soundtracks 
including 'Another Day, Another 
Man' and the legendary 'Mundo 
Depravados' (The World of the 
Depraved) with D-cup mistress Tempest 
Storm. 


HERCULES AGAINST THE MOONMEN 

(Maciste contro Gli Uonmini della Luna) 

Italy/France 1964 

Dir. Giacomo Gentilomo 

Starring: Alan Steel, Jany Clair, Anna 

Maria Polani, Delia D'Alberti. 


The Land of Samar is in turmoil and total 
confusion, the future seems dark and 
bleak. The country has truly fallen under 
the influence of the Moon, decayed and 
dying it has become a land without hope. 
Only stout-hearted Hercules (Alan Steel) 
can save them, he's no Steeve Reeves, 
but he's chunky, pugnacious and has a 
zest for combat. The whole plot is 
ludicrous, improbable and full of holes, but 
who cares - it's Peplum. Like any 
sword'n'scandal film you only notice the 
flaws when the action and the fabulous 
elements begin to flag. 'Moonmen' is a 
bit slow in places, there's certainly plenty 
of useless plot filler but when it gets Epic, 
crazy and fantastic it gets damn 
interesting. 

It may be crude and stylised but it does 
have some neat touches and a couple of 
snazzy set pieces. It opens with some 
Operatic wailing and Tympani bashing 
mixed in with the hack dubbing of cries, 
moans and screams. This truly is a land in 
dissarray. Their Queen Samara is a 
beautiful, evil creature, a wide-eyed gal in 
league with the moonmen who want to 
become 'Masters of the Earth’. Despite 
some plodding plot great epic elements 
pop up every now and again. There's the 
usual helping of busty, seductive gals, an 
unearthly Bozo in a Skull Mask, a 
fangtoothed guy-in-a-Gorilla-suit and a 
dollop of magic and intrigue. 

The highlights of the film are two glorious 
show stoppers. The first is the Hercules in 
jeopardy scene and with its sado- 
masochistic overtones it's an outright 
classic. The best Epic films usually have 
the hero tied up and under threat of 
excruciating death. It's under these 
circumstances that the powerful pectorals 
can throb and strain, giving a much 
needed zing to the action. No one loves an 
all powerful hero, victory is fast, slick and 
easy, and no goddamn fun. 


in Moonmen', Hercules is under threat, 
trapped in the spiked jaws of a fiendish 
torture device. He strains against his fate, 
his oiled sweating body really gets the 
Queen's juices going, and in classic 
fashion she tries to make the virile lump 
her slave. 

The second highlight is the finale within 
'the mountain of death'. With gigantic 
shuffling Rockmen, a giant statue with a 
throbbing head, and some truly cheap but 
fantastic effects it's a guaranteed winner. 
Despite the low budget, it's entertaining 
and fabulous. There you have it, a patchy 
but worthwhile Peplum. 

THE PUMA MAN (Italy 1979) 

Dir. Alberto de Martino, 

Starring: Walter George Alton, Miguel 
Angel Fuentes, Sydne Rome, Donald 
Pleasance. 

Erik von Daniken meets Santo and 
Superman in this tacky Italian epic about 
'a man with the blood of a God in his veins, 
who came from Quter Space', a living, 
breathing 'Pooma Man'. This dude with the 



Betty soon became one of the most indemand models of 
the early Fifties. Among the earliest to seize upon her 
potentlaJ was the legendary sleaze'n'cheese King, Irving 
Klaw. and hy late '51 she was one of many Harrison girls 
who also worked out for the Klaw family business. Waw 
had begun to carve out a delicious and naughty niche in 

Irving Elaw, the 
'Walt Disney* of sleaze 


MORE THAN AN EYE FOR BUSINESS! 

Exposure in the Harrison's magazines helped to unleash 
the Tease from Tennesee' onto the Pin-up market, and 


WITH America in the grip of Page-mania, the fever has 
now spread to Europe and hit the pages of UNGAWAI 
Betty was one of the most snapped and lapped-up 
Woman of the Fifties, and only the mighty Marilyn may 
have been more photographed than her, yet despite this 
popularity, her name didn't become a household word 
until the late eighties .... But now the flame of fame 
burns even brighter as Betty has become a hip, hot icon 
- adored, admired and discussed by both Men and 
Women. She has become more public, more acceptable 
and even more unattainable and magical than she was 
thirty-five years ago. 


the 


GET OUT YOUR THUMPRAGS 

During the 50's Pin-ups. 'Cheesecake and Glamour' 


magazines were not something that the average guy 
talked about too much, they were a secret pleasure 
shared with almost no one else. By the 'Swinging Sixties', 
they were considered as something for frustrated 
oldsters and didn't have a place in the new easy-going 
morality. But this new 'let-it-alThang-out' attitude to 
Sex. was one of the reasons why the furtiveness and 
secrecy was eventually broken. Guys like A1 Goldstein 
(Screw Magazine) and Bunnyman Hugh Hefner, both 
admitted to twanging their wires to Betty in the Fifties. 
Time has moved on and although you can't imagine 
anyone getting out their 'Ihumprag' for Betty today, you 
can still see and feel how vibrant, vivacious and 
wonderful she looks. 

Her first break came in 1951, when she was picked up 
as a model for Robert 'Confidential' Harrison's- classic 
Girly magazines; 'Beauty Parade', 'Flirt', 'Eyeful', 
'Whisper' and 'Wink'. These cute and saucy Mags 
catapulted Betty from total obscurity to fame in the 
world of 'Cheesecake'. Harrison's magazines were in the 
grand old tradition of earlier goodies like 'Screen Fun' 
and 'Real Screen Fun'. The emphasis was on curvy 
girls mugging it up in all sorts of comic situations . . . 
there were plenty of stockings, high heels, lingerie and 
laughs. It was all good clean and cheesy fun! 



of Cwrvcs 


^tie 


The unmistakable bangs 
and smile of Betty Page. 
Wholesome and inore 
. . . ^lo knows the 
full story???? 

Moose McGill provides 
some of the answers 
in a short piece on 
the Queen of Cheese. 
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CHEESECAKE FOREVER 


Betty worked for Klaw on a session basis. She also 
strutted her stuff for Harrison and other pin-up 
producers Including 'Glamacolour', 'Camerart', 
'Herald' and 'Gargoyle'. She worked hard at being the 
best in the business and practically devoted her life to 
being a Number 1 Glamour Girl. No other model gave as 
much to her work as Betty, whether it was the simple 
stuff, or out-and-out uncomfortable poses. She had guts, 
curves and stamina - and lucky for Irving she looked as 
good with a gag in her mouth as she did without! 

Although Betty did a huge variety of Pin-up work in 
the early 50's. most people associate her with the special 
magic of the Klaw product. It was ridiculously daring in 
terms of its klnl^^ connotations and could only have 
been produced within the unique set-up that Klaw had 
established. 


the Pin-up market. His stuff was less coy'n'cheelqr than 
the Harrison magazines and had its own innocently 
kinlQ^ style. He specialized in an incredible range of 
product which featured beautiful models dressed up in 
wicked looking corsets, sheer stockings, spiked shoes, 
high heels, rubber wear and silken underthlngs ALL 
made from the finest materials. Irving Klaw was a key 
figure in the history of 'American Cheesecake’, ‘a vortex 
personality’ whose place in Its story deserves an article 
of its own. 

In late ’51, Klaw’s mail order business was thriving 
and his customers couldn’t get enough of his long haired 
gals strutting around in all sorts of naughty looking 
underclothes. As a shrewd businessman and a bit of a 
voyeur, Klaw knew how to keep his customers happy, he 
provided a constant Kaleidoscope of delights. He thrived 
on newness and visual excitement. There were always 
plenty of new clothes for the models, and with his 
sister's help, he worked on new routines and situations 
to keep things fresh and bubbling for the Camera. 

Betty was bom for this type of world, the IGaw world 
of constant change and excitement. Where other models 
had only one persona or one angle, she could do 
anything, give her a new set of clothes and different 
directions and Voila - a whole new ballgame. It's hardly 
surprising that she soon became Klaw’s most popular 
model. Within a few months she was splashed on the 
cover of his catalogue and within six she was in more 
photos and films than anyone else. 




No one thought there was anything slimy or pei-verted 
about the Klaw’s production of bondage and o^er sorts 
of fetish material. After all there was an easy going 
family atmosphere in the studio, and with Paula 
handling the ropes and Irving bobbing around in the 
background, there was a kind of girls together type 
cameraderie on most of the shoots. Klaw and his models 
were certainly in Heaven, but this Incredible mix of fun 
and profit couldn't last forever, and within a few years 
the halycon days of production would be over. It was 
Fifties America and the bite-marks of repression were 
almost everywhere. Even if Klaw's stuff featured no sex. 
nudity or hairy men in action, it was still regarded as 
unsavoury material by the FBI Bozos and fame seeking 
politicians. In 1954, the Kefauver Committee began its 
investigation into Juvenile Delinquency and 
Pornography; Klaw was one of the targets for 


investigation. The die had been cast and the big boys 
were out to get him. Betty was called to testify and 
according to legend when asked what she thought of 
fetish Items like high heels, fishnets and sheer black 
stockings, she said 'Why, Senator, honey. I think they're 
cute.' 

Although Klaw managed to escape the clutches of the 
'54 Investigation, it was only a matter of time before the 
forces of might and right put an end to the seamier side 
of his family business. 

BUNNY AND BETTY - GIRLS TOGETHER 

1954 was also the year that Betty began posing for 
Bunny Yeager, and a new photographer, outfits and 
location produced a strikingly different Betty. It was 
goodbye to Bondage and the slightly amateurish 
photography of the ibaw studio. Bunny brought out a 
more wholesome but wilder Betty, a classic mixture of 
sun and sin. There's never been bathing beach stuff quite 
like it and some of these shots are among the best colour 
postcards ever! After these Florida fun shots, Betty 
headed back to her modelling base - the Big Apple. The 
next few years saw her chum out plenty of classic stuff 
with Klaw and other professional photographers. She 
also gave some fevered snap-hounds the thrill of their 
lives by posing nude for some of the Manhattan Private 
Camera clubs. These resulted in some sensational and 
intimate material which resurfaced during the Seventies 
in the 'Private Pecks' series. 

From 1954 onwards. Klaw's business came under 
further scrutiny and investigation. It would be a few 
years before he would be forced into self-censorship and 
the destruction of his product. But the pressure was still 
there. 

Betty worked with Klaw up until 1956 and finally quit 
the pin-up industry in 1957. She sought solitude and 
anonymity, and the world was left to speculate on why 
she dropped out and left the Industry. So little is known 
about Betty, that a strange mixture of truth and 
speculation has grown up about her. Did she leave to get 
God and religion. Or what? Who knows? 

Betty’s ability as a model is one of the factors that fuels 


Betty a la Bunny. 


her evergrowing enigma. She may have been a 
downhome girl from Tennesse. but she could radiate any 
number of tantalising moods. As a model she was 
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mercurial and captivatingly changeable, somehow 
ordinary but always strikingly different. This was the key 
to her popularity - she was no GlamourPuss like Ava 
Gardner or Lili St Cyr, she was the girl-next-door, spiked 
with Hellcat and an outgoing taste of humour. Accessible 
but incredibly exotic, a rare breed of gal. It was this 
mixture of Mystery, Fun and a little Familiarity that was 
the secret of her incredible success. 


BETTY LEAVES THE BUSINESS! 

Betty was a mover, a performer who loved to captivate 
and please, she had that glow, that dash of exhibitionism 
that few other models had, she came alive for the 
Camera. Unlike other girls, she was a chameleon, a girl 
who looked different with every set-up, photographer 
and new set of clothes. In her own way she was 
incomparable. Betty packed in the pin-up business in 
1957; No one really asked the question why until 15 
years later, and since then wild rumours have grown 
around her unsettling disappearance. There's probably 
no simple answer to this question. 

She'd really had her day by 1957, she was 34 years 
old and with the continual clampdown on Klaw and 
personal pressures maybe it all became too much for 
her. Betty was a performer but she was also a little vain, 
you've got to be if you want to be the best. In some of the 
photos near the end she looked pealy and tired - she got 
out just as that extra special sparkle began to fade. But 
her memory lives on. 

Other girls copied her hair style, but there was only 
one Betty. Petite and near perfect, she gave out with 
every inch of her body. One short article can barely do 
justice to her name .... if you have ANY interest in the 
Queen of Curves, check out 'The Betty Pages' the only 
magazine devoted to her and the world of Fifties Pin-ups. 
Available from Skin IVo . Zontar and other good outlets. 
You w'on't regret it 


BETTY PAGE IN BONDAGE 

Illustrated with 32 Actual 
Bondage Posev of Betty Page 


W« hav iv%t pvbli^md a beeii rom- 
pl 0 fly dsvefed to Bmtty Fog*, ontitlmd 
■BtTTY FAQi IN BONOAGf " Tfiit beefc 
fill all ahovi Botty‘t Ifiol* and tribula- 
tioni whil* working at a.bondogo 
modol lor vorieui photograpkort. It ton- 
tains 64 pagot illuttrafd wilk 32 atfual 
pkotoi of Botty Fago in bondago potoi 
and iolli for only ($3.75 plot 30t far 
pottage and kondling.) 
illu3trotmd in "Bnlly Pogr In Bnndopn" arn 
$eme of the ntoH ordvouB and rtringenf pate* 
that Betty Page ever encountered during her 
long career oi o model. Intertperred between 
detcriptiont of the voriouB pote» are intereet- 
ing pertonal facte about Betty. 



This book tells how a model feels while 
bound and gagged when tied. Fietvred 
are some of the most perilous deviees 
to which Batty was bound Despite all 
the hondiesps, gogs and unusual tied- 
up poses she had to endure, Betty still 
maintained her sunny disposition when 
the day's work was over 
It certainly was no picnic for Betty to pose for 
long hours at a model. Yet the managed to do 
a mognificent job of posing, as the illuttro- 
tiorts show she did in this publication. 

ALSO AVAILABLE-VOlUMt 1 AND 2 
Betty Page in Bondage — similor to 
above described book, also priced ot 
$3.75 eoch plus postage. 

"THE ART OF 
FEMALE IMPERSONATION" 

reveals the secrets ot how men become 
female Impersonators an* canteins 32 ac- 
tual photographs el men in "girls" atlir*. 
"tti* Art of Female Impersonation" r*v*a(f 
rh« inner secrets of how men are trans- 
formed Into girls with the aid of wigs, 
falsies, cosmetics and corsets. You will meet 
lour pleasant young men who will let you 
peek behind the scenes os they moke up 
far their omoiing transfermation into four 
lavishly gowned "women." Volumes t and 
2, now available. 

You see this all happen in 32 actual phelo* 
groptit os they create the changes from 
tfar.chesred men into the utmost in tom- 
ininity. They tell how they became female 
impersonators — see the tricks they use to 
loot the pwb(i< end how they ottacr cleav- 
age. Price I* only S3. 75 tor each veivfne, or 
both volumes for 37.00 postpaid. 

ANY 3 OF OUR $3.75 BOOKS 
FOR ONLY $10.00, POSTPAID 


SEND ALL ORDERS NOW TO 

NUTRIX CO. Dep. P.9 

35 Montgomery St , Jersey City 2, N 


Oiigiiial 508 ad for Page Product 
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Moose McGill 






HOT SPUR (USA 1969) International 
Theatrical Amusements, 

Prod. R.W. Cresse 
Dir. Lee Frost 

Screenplay Frost from a story by Cresse, 
Starring: James Arena, Virginia Gordon, 
Joseph Mascoio, Wes Bishop and John 
Aldeman. 

Unbelievable! Crude and perverted, it's a 
classic slice of Cresse and Frost. Bob 
gives the West a taste of the lowlife, while 
Lee adds his hardnosed, claustrophobic 
style, For once total cheapness is a virtue 
and adds to the air of unremitting sleaze. 
Everything is pared down and tacked 
together, the camera shots are tight to 
add to the atmosphere and save on sets, 
props and other money sucking extras. 

It's deliriously cheap! 

The opening is laughable, stunning and 
highly effective. A blast of Mexican 
trumpet and plaintively strummed guitar 
set the scene in this sortie into Tex-Mex 
relations. The credits are classic. A lonely 
trumpet wails, while a few pages of 
manuscript with a cheap Rodeo type face 
bursts into flames - the sleazy tale is 
about to unfold. 



The terror filled sleaze of'Hotspur'. 


Like any Western it's a morality tale, a 
head on encounter between good and evil. 
The difference is this is no big budget 
slop-out like 'High Noon', this is a pent- 
up sleazefest which touches topics that 
large companies just couldn't do. Its hero 
is a greaser, a stunted 'Mex' called Carlo. 
He gets his revenge on the larger, gun- 
totin' ranchers who strung up his sister. To 
them, she was some no-name plaything 
they got kinky with her, did the business 
and then forgot all about her. But for her 
undersized brother, the memory lives on . 

. . . burned into his brain with a blaze of 
trumpet. He will get his revenge and repay 
those dudes for the humiliation he feels. It 
may be Lee Frost at the helm, but the 
sado-masochistic drive at the heart of 
'Hot Spur' is pure Bob Cresse and the 
mangy small -fry will always dish out a 
dose of bondage, whipping and 
humiliation. But unlike 'Love Camp 7’, 
this time it works. When Carlo gets his 
revenge on the Gringo rancher by trussing 
and abusing his wife, it's not flat crap, it's 
got guts, zing and a touch of pathos about 
it. 

What makes 'Hot Spur' great, is the way 
It kicks Western Conventions straight in 
the teeth. Who wants movies filled with 
just boring, sexless men, here you have 
men who behave like untamed animals. A 
night in their bunkhouse is a night filled 
with booze, cards and acres of wanton 


women .... and there's no such thing as 
straightlaced morality. It’s two gals to 
every man and everyone shares the 
spoils. One's so frisky she slings a saddle 
on some cowhand and rides him round the 
room. This was the way the West should 
have been. Check out 'Hot Spur' for its 
small but great thrills, few other films have 
its caustic edge and even fewer revel in a 
mess of degradation. In what other film 
would you get the hero whine "Pleese 
forgeeve me - they rape my Seester"! 
(C.T.) 

MATED: An illustrated lecture on film 
(AKA Mismated) USA 1 952, Federated 
Films 

Dir. etc. Gordon Schindler. 

Based on 'The Hygiene of Marriage' by 
Professor Willard Spencer Everett. 
Instructive, Educational and shocking.,this 
wild sex documentary will numb you with 
facts, photos and opinions before it finally 
whams you with the bloody shock of 
Breech birth and Caesarian section. Are 
you man enough to face nature head 
on??? 

'Mated', is a classic mingling of Science 
and undercover titillation. There's no doubt 
about it the main purpose of this film 
wasn't to inform. It was to give those gash- 
hungry guys of the 50's a good gawp at 
what other films totally denied them, a shot 
of beaver. The only drawback was it had to 
be shaved, spread-eagled and in the 
middle of Childbirth. 

This crazy excursion into 'the forbidden 


area of sex' tackles all sorts of aspects ot 
sexuality, Menstruation, Breast growth. 
Penis shapes. Fertilization and Sexual 
precocity. Our guide is the mellifluous and 
prurient Gordon Schindler, a guy who 
loves cheap diagrams and sleazy 
sounding scientific terminology. Schindler 
was a real amateur, a guy who pieced his 
film together using all sorts of footage, 
photos and diagrams. It's tacked together 
and barely held in place by the scientific 
burbling and the continuous pump of organ 
music in the background. 

Schindler's buddy, John R. Peters MD, 
takes us through the real meat of the film, 
the child-bearing sections, he’s 'a man 
you can put your trust in', a solid looking 
guy with a pencil thin moustache and a 
bony schnozzel. He's the resident expert, 
a dab hand at Breech births and the like he 
doesn't mind belting through a Caesarian 
section at top speed. 

Seek out this fairly indescribable film and 
sample it's small but rewarding pleasures, 
it will open you eyes to the miracle of 
childbirth! 

KISS ME QUICK (USA 1964) 

Fantasy Productions 
Dir. Unknown 

Starring: Fred Coe, Claudia Banks. 

Hubba, Hubba - a must for fans of the 
nudie. However this is no Russ Meyer 
film, it has none of his style or class, 
though it does have it s moments, shot on 
a couple of cheap sets and played for 
laughs its crude, cliched and stagey. 

Sure, it's hamm^-up to the hilt, but if you 
can bolt out the limped out one liners and 
lame jokes, you’ll be struck by it's shapely 
charms. 

The plot hinges around Sterilox , an 
'average Buttless guy', who's come to 
Earth tho find 'the perfect Specimen', a 
woman who lives to t^e orders! He hopes 
to find her in the lab of Dr Breedlove. It's 
here, deep in the heart of Translyvania 
that Dr Breedlove pulls out the gags and 
the women. He's got a gaggle of them. 
Lucky for us most of them wiggle around 
the Lab to the surf scuzz sound of a band 
called 'The Gallstones' (?). Others deliver 
long and lingering stripteases to the rinky 
link of a languid piano - Ho Boy! These are 
the real delights, and a must-see for lovers 
of cellulite and suspenders. Who can 
resist the fleshy charms of a bygone age, 
especially when they sport an incredible 
collection of kinky bras and weird 
underthings? In fact it's this innocent 
dollop of titillation that lifts the film out of 
the mud and saves it from being as cheap, 
nasty and forgettable as its equivalent 
from the seventies and Eighties. 
Recommended for historical and 
sentimental reasons. 



Kiss Me QuickI 
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IT'S TIME to open up the files of 
UNGAWA! and unleash some stuff on 
those men of twisted vision - the 
hardboiled school of writers. They 
could grip the reader and pull them 
unto a world which was seedy, tough 
and unpredictable. As well as 
Chandler and Hammett there were 
plenty of others who could lay claim to 
this dark, perverse vision. 

Frederic Brown is one of the 
lost, forgotten writers from the black 
heart of hardboiled America. Like 
other great writers and drinkers from 
this time he was tormented and 
obsessed by how unsure and 
indeterminate reality could really be 
.and he brought his twisted vision to 
roost in his own stylish and unique 
thrillers and mysteries. In these he 
plotted, overthrew and revealed the 
conventions and devices of literature, 
and burned his own peculiar brand of 
uncertainty into the mind of his 
readers. Few other writers could grab 
the reader, tease and finally torment 
them the way that Frederic Brown 
could. 

Other writers and filmmakers 
picked-up on his morbid delights, his 
skill at deception and psychological 
terror. Italian horror filmmaker Dario 
Argento is Just one of them, he was 
certainly moved and Influenced by 
Brown's vision of the world which 
perfectly matched his own personal 
fears and uncertainties. 

There's no doubt about it, it's 
time to stand up and acknowledge 
Brown, not just as a great storyteller, 
but as a real master. He may have 
looked like some down at heel office 
worker but he produced some painful 
and unique works. Few other writers 
could lure readers like he could, 
sucking them deeper and deeper into 
the plot and finally turning them into 
helpless but wiser, saps, as they 
tasted the bile and bleakness of his 
vision. There was certainly more to 
Frederic Brown and his books then 
meets the eye .... Pete Tombs 
explains: 


AMIUDER 

CAHBEFUH 

with Trc^ric Brown 


FAME can be elusive: for some It never 
seems to come. Such is the case of 
Frederic Brown, a writer who only 
recently seems to be achieving the 
popularity he deserves. It’s strange 
that writers like Cornell Woolrlch, 
David Goodis and Jim 'Ihompson have 
been elevated to the pulp pantheon 
while he has been unchampioned and 
relatively unknown. 

Sure he's touted as a "writers 
writer" and talents as varied and 
dubious as Donald Westlake and 
Mickey Spillane have dropped his 
name In interviews - but the 
pulpbuying public seem unmoved as 
they eat up the latest Elmore Leonard 
or Stephen King. The reasons for this 
neglect are obscure, perhaps readers 


these days are affected by other 
factors than what's on the page when 
they pick up a crime book. It's partly 
due to clever marketing and the 
"lemming factor" that seems to grip the 
book buying public. Nowadays the 
written word seems to be increasingly 
defined in film terms, writers are 
praised for the terse cinematic style of 
their scene setting or razor sharp 
dialogue. And while almost everyone is 
an expert on "film noir" and can spot 
the obvious names on the credits, no 
one cares to dig a bit deeper and have 
a look at a less respectable but no less 
significant type of cinema - it's here 
that the picture begins to look 
different and Frederic Brown's 
influence more seminal. 
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URGHH. IT'S SLASHER BROWN!!! 


Blackwood Castle' and 'Dark Eyes 
of London' and featured plenty of 
shadowy figures with evil knives held 
in black-gloved hands skulking out of 
a dry-ice fog. Actors like Klaus I^inski 
and directors like Jesus Franco and 
Harold Reinl laid the foundations of 
their careers in these little epics. 
Eventually the Germans ran out of 
Edgar Wallace originals to plunder 
and wheeled in the great man's son, 
Brian Edgar Wallace, to keep churning 
them out 

GIALLI! GIALLII GIALLI! 

In Italy, other filmmakers were 
making their own distinctively 
different forays into this popular 
genre. Italian filmmakers turned to the 
already popular pulp series - the 
Gialli. So named because of the yellow 
covers that the books were issued in. 
Mario Bava's 'The Girl who Knew 
Too Much’, is one of the earliest and 


What it does have, however, is an 
atmosphere of morbid tension, 
spiritual and sexual confusion, that is 
the very essence of FYed Brown's work 
- and of Argento’s too. In subsequent 
films he explored very similar 
territory to that covered by the 
American writer decades earlier. 
There's no question that Argento 
knows of his debt, he makes covert 
reference all the time to his pulp past, 
most self consciously in 'Tenebrae*. 
It's this very closeness to such a 
solidly literary tradition that gives 
both his and Bava’s films one of their 
special flavours and yet. 
paradoxically, it is their reliance on 
these 'old-fashioned' pulps that 
makes their work so incomprehensi ble 
to English critics. Kim Newman, for 
example, mentions Bava's 'penny 
dreadful scenarios' and Argento's 
'ludicrous subplots'. 


It took over twenty years for 'Film 
Noir" to become an acceptable and 
recognizable style of cinema and it 
may take even longer for the so-called 
'Slasher' films of Mario Bava and 
Dario Argento to attain 
respectability. Can you imagine them 
being discussed seriously in P'ilm 
Courses up and down (he countiy? 
But when they are. Fred Brown will be 
cited as one of the godfathers of it all. 
The 'Slasher' film is a type of cinema 
that the Italians lapped up, 
embracing it as lovingly as they did 
the Zombie and Cannibal films of the 
mid 70's. 

The cojjimercial roots of this 
critically despised genre go way back 


to the German Edgar Wallace films of 
the 50’s and 60’s. Produced by Arthur 
Brauner . this series of films gripped 
the Imagination of the Geiman public. 
They had titles like 'The Hound of 




COMPLIMEITS OF i FIFO 

By FREDRIC BROWN 

How did he kill? What caused the dread red stain? Who would be his next 
victun? Terror stalked the numbers racket as the fiend played his subtle game 
. . . and whoever balked his evil away was faced with the dea^y odds of 500 to 1. 

Cocyright by Prcdrie Brown 


best Gialli films, and our first 
encounter with the 'Girl' of the title is 
on a plane, her head buried in a book 
with only a huge knife on the cover! 

In 1968, Bertolucci and Dario 
Argento were working together on the 
story boarding of Leone’s epic 'Once 
Upon a Time in the West'. 
Bertolucci being the trusting fool that 
he lent Dario a copy of a book he was 
hoping to make into his next film. The 
book was the Italian Gialli version of 
Frederic Brown's 'The Screaming 
Mimi', Argento, a former critic who 
had championed the Giaill Cinema, 
was hot to trot and make his mark as 
a director, he left Bertolucci at the 
drawing board and rushed into 
production with his own version of the 
book. He called it 'The Bird with the 
Crystal Plumage', and it contains 
almost nothing of Fred Brown's storv. 


Fred Brown - who he? 

The biographical facts are short and 
simple. Fred Brown was born in 1906 
in Cincinnati and died In 1972. He 
lived In Chicago and then moved to the 
West Coast mostly for health reasons, 
but it did give him the chance to work 
in the film and TV industry, he wrote 
quite a few of the 'Alfred Hitchcock 
Presents' half hour IV shows. At the 
time he published his first story 'The 
Moon for a Nickel' in the March 
1938 Issue of Street and Smith's 
Detective Story magazine, he was still 
holding down a routine office job. he 
left to become, eventually, a reporter 
for the Milwaukee Journal and 
newspaper characters and 
backgrounds feature in many of his 
stories. 
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He seems to have led a pretty 
normal life. His 1956 article 'Where 
Do You Get Your Plot', apart from 
probably being the best answer to this 
much asked question, gives some 
insight into the ordered calm of the 
Brown family routine: Fred was a 
regular 9-5 guy on the typewriter while 
his wife Beth was out back mowing the 
lawn and keeping the goldfish bowl 
clean. 

His first novel and favourite, 
was 'The Fabulous Cllpjolnt'. 
published in 1947 when he was 
already 40 years old. But he was no 
late starter at the game of writing, he 
served a long and fruitful 
apprenticeship in the pages of 
popular pulp crime mags. He was a 
regular contributor to magazines like 
'Thrilling Detective'. 'Popular 
Detective', 'Thrilling Mystery' and 
'Street and Smith's Detective Story 
Magazine' and it was here that he 
learned the bare bones of his craft. 
With 'The Fabulous Clipjoint' he 
came of age. It’s a murder story 
without a murderer, an mystery that 
opens out into even greater mysteries 
and above all it's the need to believe in 
your own dreams even when they 
seem to be turning into nightmares. . . . 
in other words classic Fted Brown. 

THE RULES OF THE GAMEI 

The Fred Brown style is of deceptive 
simplicity and surprising subtlety. 
The point of view is often that of the 
writer himself - warm, laconic and 
slightly cynical, it’s a style that can 
accommodate a wide range of 
characters and situations with few 
wrong notes. Whether he speaks with 
the voice of a world weary 
newspaperman or an 18 year old kid, 
we recognise them instantly as real 
people and we also see they are 
puppets. Fiction is a game between 
Writer and Reader, and no one played 
it better or meaner than Frederic 
Brown; for him it was a game that 
could hurt 

The classic Brown ploy is to 
spin out one strand of the story up 
until almost the last page, to give us a 
perfectly logical solution to the 
mystery and then without warning, to 
pull the carpet from under us and tell 
us what really happened. The whole 
thing is so meticulously plotted that it 
makes you want to pick it up and read 
the book again to find our how he did 
it 

NECROPHILIAC LOVE! 

One of the most devastating examples 
of Fred Brown’s skill in using this trick 
ending - and in making it more than 
Just a trick - comes in 195Ts 'A Far 
Cry'. In this humdinger, George 
Weaver, a former real-estate agent, 
moves west to recuperate from an 
unspeciflesd breakdown and becomes 
obsessed with a murder that 
happened In the ramshackle house he 
has rented in the country. His lonely 
obsession for the dead girl slowly 


blossoms Into an unhealthy 
necrophiliac love - he must solve the 
murder and find the body at any price. 
His deductions prove to be 
sensational and miraculous, he 
realises that the girl he has been 
looking for is alive, she escaped the 
killer’s brutal blade. 

Picking up the clues that have 
been skillfully dotted throughout the 
book, he works out that the girl he has 
been frantically seeking is really his 
wife. VI. It was she who escaped the 
murderer's blade, changed her name 
and her identity. Yet despite this, her 
fate is sealed. The book ends as it 
began - with the girl (Jenny /Vi) being 
chased into the night by a crazed 
killer - but this time there is no 
escape. 

It would be a mistake to write 
Fred Brown off as Just another 
wiseguy with a typewriter. Sure, he 
loves to mislead us, to wrap us up in 
his plot, but there Is always a darker 
and less playful reason for his Jokes. 
For a start, there is his deep cynicism 
about the relationship between men 
and women. It ranges from the Jokey 
smut of 'The Ring of Hans Carvel' to 
the bleak venalism of 'Knock-Three- 
One-Two'. Add this to his practically 
psychotic mistrust of surface 
appearances and you have a potent 
combination. No wonder the man was 
known as a solid drinker, that's one 
way of blotting it all out. The other 
way Is to put it all down, release it, tell 
the world about it. 

Pulp writers, they're all driven 
men - and Fred Brown was no 
exception. He wrote over 30 full length 
novels and published more than 300 
short stories in his 35 year career. But 
by his own admission he hated 
writing. A standard device in many a 
Brown story is the blocked writer 
hunched over his typewriter inspired 
by only one thing: If he doesn't come 
up with a saleable stoiy then he might 
have to go out and get a proper Job. But 
that's only part of the explanation. 

ARGENTO'S MENTOR 

In 'The Screaming Mimi', 

Brown's most famous book and the 
one which Argento used as the basis 
for his film, there is a scene near the 
beginning where the hero, drunken 
reporter Sweeney, staggers onto an 
incredible scene. Through the glass 
double doors of a Chicago apartment 
house he sees a beautiful blonde in a 
blood stained dress. She begins to 
stand up and as she does, so her huge 
dog catches the material of her silken 
dress in it's teeth, it pulls and .... 

Brown stretches out this 
scene, which in real time would be 
over in seconds, to four pages. H 
suspends time Just like Argento does 
at the end of 'Four Flies on Grey 
Velvet*, when he uses a camera that 
shoots at 30,000 frames per second. 

Those who have seen 
Argento's 'Bird with the Crystal 
Plumage', will probably have revised 



by now that the beautiful girl is no 
victim but is in fact the killer. This 
reversal of what's expected, would be 
enough for most writers but not for 
someone as tormented as Frederic 
Brown. The whole stoiy can be seen 
as some kind of nightmarish 
metaphor for not Just how he saw the 
writer-reader relationship, but how he 
felt about life. Read it yourself and see. 
Like most Frederic Brown mysteries, 
the whole thing has the bitter taste of 
horror and a murderous irony to it. 
Sweeney achieves his heart’s 
ambition only to find it's an unholy 
nightmare. 

That's why plot was so 
Important to Frederic Brown. It is the 
Opium of the reader, lulling them Into 
that false sense of security. Trapping 
us in his web as we head towards 
nightmare, uncertainty and total 
uncertainty. 

There is no doubt that 
Frederic Brown was one of the finest 
plotsmiths ever. And he was a man 
possessed by his plots. His wife. Beth, 
tells how, when he came up against a 
block In a plot he used to put on a red 
cap and pace the floor for hours in 
silence. The red cap meant no 
interruptions. Then, when he thought 
he had it he would take pen and pad. 
board the nearest Greyhound bus - 
destination unknown. He would sit on 
the bus talking to no one until he had 
the plot worked out. Then he’d begin 
the weary Journey back, to put it all 
down in print. 

It isn't too fanciful to see Fred 
Brown as some kind of exorcist, a guy 
who wrestled with the demons inside 
his head. His only method of release 
was writing, that's what helps make 
Brown a heavyweight among mystery 
writers and that's why other writers 
like Stephen King acknowledge his 
Influence, his mastery. But it's not Just 
as an ideas and concepts that his 
books work and they're all 
dangerously readable. I defy anyone 
who starts reading 'The Night of the 
Jabberwock* to lay it down 
unfinished. 
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FREDERIC BROWN MYSTERIES AND THRILLERS 


1947 The Fabulous Clipjoint 

1948 The Dead Ringer 

1948 Murder Can Be Fun 

(alt. title: A Plot for Murder) 

1949 The Bloody Moonlight 

1949 The Screaming Mimi 

1950 Compliments of a Fiend 

1950 Night of the Jabenvock 

1951 Here Comes a Candle 

1951 Death has many Doors 
1951 The Far Cry 

1951 The Case of the Dancing Sandwiches 

1952 We all Killed Grandma 

1952 The Deep End 

1953 Mostly Murder 

1953 Madball 

(alt. title: The Pickled Punks) 

1954 His name was Death 

1955 The Wench is Dead 

1956 The Lenient Beast 

1958 One for the Road 

1958 The Onice ( Straight Novel ) 

1959 The Late Lamented 

1959 Knock One-Three-Two 
1961 The Murderers 

1963 THe Shaggy Dog and other Murders 

1963 Mrs Murphy’s Underpants 

1965 Five day Nightmare 

1977 The Best of Frederic Brown 
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WHILE a million Bozos wax on endlessly about the joys of 
Hammer and English Horror, there's almost no one to champion 
the perverse delights of the Spanish Horror film. Here’s 
something totally different from the staid, stuffy and stiff films 
churned out in Britain - so what about their shortcomings, even 
at their worst, they are still entertainingly laughable. While at 
their best they have a certain look and attitude that you'd never 
get from Cinema in good old Britain or the U.S.A. The colour, 
make-up and the general preoccupations (ie: sex and other 
strange desires), were usually more unrestrained, they 
squelched around in areas that bordered on the tasteless and 
the taboo. More importantly the plot ideas were also stranger. 



more unusual and crazily outlandish. While British Horror 
tended towards a specific type of realism or rationalism, 
Spanish horror had no such polite pretensions. That's what 
gave these films a real sparkle. 

The Seventies saw the Spanish Horror film come of age 
producing strange, inspired and well crafted films along with 
rough hewn, visceral entertainment. Just as you'd expect from 
the country that brought you Luis Bunuel, what you got was 
really quite a diverse or mixed bag. Francois Choquet has 
penned an introduction to the field giving some idea of not just 
its development but the films and directors to look out for. So, 
latch onto some of this Spanish action Bub as we find out about 
'old humpy' ■ Paul Naschy, Amando Ossorio, Jorge Grau, Javier 
Aguire, Eloy do iglesias, Narcisco I Serrador and all the other 
folk that have helped bring out the true flavour of the Spanish 
Horror Cinema - a Cinema which is steeped in the fantastic and 
the perverse. 


IN THE EARLY 1960's there was no such thing as Horror 
Cinema in Spain, compared with other countries in Europe, 
which were really pumping out the stuff for the home and US 
market. The Horror film was reaching a distinctive creative and 
commercial peak, it was the heyday of Hammer films in 
England, while directors like Mario Bava in Italy were 
plumbing the depths of the Gothic Horror film. 

During the late fifties and sixties, Spain was in the grip of the 
Censor and interest in Horror and any visceral type of 
filmmaking was at a fairly low ebb. Fortunately, in 1 961 , a young 
Spanish director let off a Cinematic bomb that was to shake the 
censor's wails. His name: Jesus Franco, the film: "The 
Awful Dr Orloff" (Gritos en la Noche). It's important to 
remember just how crucial this film was in the evolution of the 
horror film we know and love today. True, it's a long way from 
the blood and gore of "Bloodfeast" but "Orloff" was a real 



groundbreaker; its morbid atmosphere and vioient eroticism 
helped to pave the way in Spain, and later throughout Europe, 
for a style of cinema that was to have a legion of imitators. 

Franco continued with this style of film, producing small 
masterpieces like 'The Secret of Dr Orloff, 'La Mano de 
un Hombre Muerto' and above all the remarkable 
'Diabolical Dr T. After 'Orloff, interest in Horror film's inside 
the Spanish film industry began to grow, and a number of 
successful Spanish/Italian co-productrons followed, including 
Horror (The Blancheville Monster') and 'Crypt of 
Horror' (La Maledicion do Los Karnstein'). However, it would be 
a few years before the buds of Horror would really begin to 
bloom. 


In the early sixties, Spanish Cinema was beginning to break 
free of its chains and restrictions, directors such as Bunuel and 
Franco helped to open the way. But it was not until the end of 
the decade that an identifiable style of Cinema was born. 

The film that really helped launch the Golden Age of Spanish 
Horror was 'La Marca del Hombre Lobo' (1966). It was 
shown in 70mm, a remarkable event for this type of film, and 
was an instant success in its native Spain. The film began an 
almost neverending cycle of Werewolf films all centred around 
the character of Waldemar Danimsky, played by ex-weightlifter, 
the chunky Paul Naschy. There's no doubt about it, these 
Werewolf films(1he Waldemar Cycle') struck some kind of weird 
resonance within the Spanish people. Unlike Oracula, the 
Mummy or the Frankenstein Monster, the Werewolf was closer 
to the folktales and spirit of Spain * perhaps this is what gave 
the genre its great popularity. 

'La Marca del Hombre Lobo' helped get Horror film 
onto its feet but it was not until the death of Franco (the 
dictator, not the director!) in 1975 that it really got going. The 
end of Franco was also the end of censorship and the Horror 
film began to thrive, the boom was on. One of the most 
productive names in Spanish Horror is Paul Naschy, and any 
history of rts development would be totally incomplete without a 
rundown of his Werewolf films. 

Naschy played the role of our furry friend the Werewolf 
eleven times in all, and some of these were indeed weird (often 
funny) concoctions. 'Operation Terror'/'Los Monstrous 
de Terror' (1969) was one of these and featured all the great 
icons of the horror film (Dracula, Mummy etc.) in a strange and 
exhilarating cocktail. Out of the eleven Werewolf films, you'd 
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expect a few stragglers and a few real top-notchers. Some like 
'Las Noches del Hombre Lobo' (1968) have just been 
plain unavailable for years, while others like 'The Fury of the 
Wolfman' (1970) are pitifully poor, in fact, this one reuses 
scenes from 'La Marca del Hombre Lobo' without really 


integrating them into the rest of the film. 

Throughout the eleven films, the Werewolf gets to meet up 
with or slug it out with a variety of opponents. 'The Werewolf 
vs the Vampire Woman* (1970) is pretty hot stuff. In this 
one, Waldemar Daninsky comes up against a superb Vampire 
Woman played by Patty Shepard. There were some even more 
bizarre mismatchings and partnerships to follow. In 1971 he 
encounters Dr Jekyll in 'Docteur Jekytl y el Hombre 
Lobo'. Two years later Carlos Aured introduced the character 
of Countess Bathory in the underated 'Return of 
Walpurgis' (1973). While in the sadistic 'The Werewolf and 
the Yeti' (1973), Naschy pits himself against yet another 
man-beast. 

HUMPY WORKS HIS ASS OFF! 

After this, Spanish audiences had to wait five years for the next 
film in the cycle. In this one Naschy grabbed the directing reins 
and it's the best film of the series and the best he has yet made. 
Although the spirit of the film is the same as the earlier ones, 
the screenplay is more carefully worked out; the make-up more 
successful; the acting more inventive and the character of 
Waldemar Danisky a hell of a lot more interesting! 

Naschy has also played the part of the Werewolf in two films 
which have never been shown abroad, 'The Beast and the 
Magic Sword' (1983), set in Japan, and the last film in the 
series 'El Aullido del Diablo* (1987). In this one he went 
totally overboard ... not only directing but playing a whole wad 
of monsters including the Werewolf, Mr Hyde, Quasimodo, the 
Frankenstein Monster and the Phantom of the Opera _Phew!l 

During the seventies, Naschy didn't just hump around as a 
werewolf in the 'Waldemar Cycle' of films, he's a hardworking 
guy and has dabbled in quite a few other roies from the galiery of 
Horror. In the rarely screened 'El Destrlpador de Londres* 
(1971), he cut a distinctive jack the Ripper, whiie in Kiimovsky's 
ridiculous 'La Rebellion do los Muertos', he delivered the 
goods as a fairly porky Zombie. In the 70's, Naschy plopped for 
almost any part that was going as a crazy monster. In "The 
Hunchback of the Morgue', he played the deformed 
leading character while in the little seen 'La Vengenza de la 
Momia* (1973), he donned bandages and became the 
bloodcrazed Mummy! 

Paul Naschy was not just content to play the demented 
brute and crazy monster, he decided that he wanted to direct 
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and sJar in other sorts of Horror films as well. I guess it was a 
case of - if you want something done well you’ve got to do it 
yourself. So, in 1976 he directed a couple of films full of evil and 
torture, mixed with dollops of sadism - 'Inqulslcion' and 'El 
Camlnante'. From here on there was no stopping him either in 
front of or behind the camera ... he worked his ass off! In fact it 
would be pretty boring to just list all the films that Naschy has 
been involved in; it should be enough to say that he's acted in 
over 60 films and directed 13 of them himself. Horror is more 
than just mere bread and butter; for him it's a deep love and it is 
this love of the fantastic that has helped make him a unique star 
in the modern Spanish Horror film. 

SLOW BLIND SONS OF BITCHES 

Spanish Horror film has drawn freely and deeply from the 
great themes of horror cinema, but more than that, it has also 
created it’s own particular myths and horror icons. The greatest 
example of this is the four Templar films by Amando de 


La Venganza de la Momia. 

Ossorio. They are uneven films but they are made with great 
conviction and style, and are certainly among the most original 
and striking horror films to come out of Europe in the 70's. The 
Templar films were not Ossorio's first stabs at cinematic 
greatness. Earlier he'd shot 'Malenka the Vampire', a 
routine bloodsucking vehicle starring everyone's favourite 
blonde clothes horse, Anita Ekberg. After this pedestrian and 
dull offering, Ossorio got his act together and produced some 
films with a bit of guts, nudity and imagination. 

In these films the main source of terror was the 'Knights 
Templar', a long dead order of puritanical and obsessive 
knights. This time around they are revived by Ossorio as 
decomposing dudes, awakened by the smell of S-E-XI They 
may be blind and gooey looking but they can sniff out 
naughtiness and carnality over a mile away. Once activated, 
only blood and human sacrifice can appease them. And if that 
wasnl enough, they also seem to worship a large green frog!! 

Using the 'Templars of Blind Dead'as agents of death 
was a shrewd move by Ossorio. The Templars have always 
been a source of fascination. Their origins are soaked in 
mystery, unease and superstition. A brief look at the history of 
the order shows that it was formed in the 12th century during the 
crusades. They started out as an order devoted to purity, 
combat and religious ideals, but they were an isolated 
brotherhood who quickly fell into disgrace. Stories abounded 
about their cruelty and debauchery and they were eventually 


accused of sorcery and the order was disbanded. Over the 
years they amassed a great fortune, which was seized and in 
some countries they were sentenced to death for their evil 
deeds. 

The Templars were a unique brotherhood - a mixture of 
religious zealot and unshakable sons of bitches. By reviving 
them, Ossorio plays on all these things, it's this that gives the 
film Its true power and fascination, the superb make-up by 
Jose Luis Campos adds to the effect. Eyeless and 
putrifying they certainly are kept alive by some weird need. 

The first film to feature the eerie Templars was 'Tombs of 
the Blind Dead' (1971). It had a simple story : the Templars 
come back to life, they attack local villagers and young girls in 
mini-skirts: the Templars are defeated.; this was repeated in the 
three subsequent films. Where Ossorio did succeed was in the 
creation of a very personal cinematic style. The main thing that 
you notice in all of the Templar films is the slowness, not just of 
the Templars movements of the plot development, but of the film 
itself. Quite a lot of it is shot in slow motion, and it is this 
slowness in all departments, plus the successful make-up gives 
these films an unusual charm and other worldly feel. They seem 
old fashioned, yet often eerie and distant. 

After 'Tombs of the Blind Dead', and the other two 
follow ups, 'The Return of the Evil Dead' (1973), 'The 
Ghost Galleon’ (1974), Ossorio finished the Templar cycle 
with the best film of the series 'Night of the Seagulls' 
(1975). The is the slowest film of the lot and without doubt the 
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most downbeat and morbid. Who can forget the scene of the 
naked girls being sacrificed to the crabs in the Templars hidden 
cave? Surely one of the most unforgettable scenes in the whoie 
of Horror cinema. 

During the early 70’s, Ossorio directed other less 
interesting films than the Templar series. These were far from 
boring and one dimensional and well worth looking out for: they 
were 'Las Garras de Lorelei', 'La Noche de Los 
Brujos' (a kind of African version of 'Tombs of the Blind 
Dead' and 'La Endomonlada', a rarely shown variation on 
'The Exorcist'. 

THE OTHER BOYS AND THE 'NEW WAVE' 

To think that Spanish Horror Cinema was merely Naschy and 
Ossorio, would be entirely wrong, other directors added body, 
weight and power to the punch of this distinctive genre. They 
provided density and richness by making films which were 
distinctly Spanish, yet strikingly different and personal. As you 
would expect they did this with varying degrees of success and 
if the films of Carlos Aured ('Horror rises from the 
Tomb' , 'The Blue Eyes of the Broken Doll', 
'Vengence of the Mummy' and 'Return of Walpurgis') 
are average, those of Jorge Grau, Javier Aguire and 
Eloy do la Igleslas, Narcisco I Serrador are much 
more interesting. 

These directors brought new style and blood to the 
■disreputable Horror genre with films such as Grau’s 'Legend 
of Blood Castle' (1972), de la Iglesias's 'Apartment on 
the 13th Floor' (1972), Serrador's remarkable Who can 
kill a Child?' (1975) and Aranda’s extremely personal ’Blood 
Splattered Bride' (1972), all helped to give the idea that the 
Spanish Horror cinema had really come of age. In fact many of 
these stylish films which explored human neurosis, perversion 
and sadism were aiso an influence on the so-called 'new wave’ 
of Spanish Cinema. 

THE RETURN OF THE GODFATHER! 

That was the 70’s. but with the dawn of the 80's, things began to 
change, though not for the better. Jess Franco, the 
godfather of Spanish Horror Cinema returned to Spain, but the 
work he churned out from the studios was of iittie interest. It 
was real grade Z fodder and of no interest to anyone except the 
die-hard Franco nut! It’s sad to say but the production of 
interesting Horror films has dwindled. Most of the great names 
of the 70’s have either been unable to find work or retired. Some 
like Leon Klimnovshy and Carlos Aured have turned to Porno 
flicks to make their bread and butter, while others like Eloy do la 
Iglesias and Narcisco I Serrador are now working in teievision. 

Only Paul Naschy is still working in his favourite genre, but 
even he has begun to slow down - 'Latidos de Panico' 
(1982), 'El Ultimo Kamikaze' (1983), 'El Aullldo del 
Diablo' (1987). 
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THE END OF HORROR? 

The grim reality today is that horror has been abandoned by 
Spanish.fiimmakers and that the 'new wave’ or art-house cinema 
has taken over with directors like Sebastian d'Arbo and 
Jose Luis Cerda coming to prominence. These filmmakers 
are a long way from the blood, guts and perversity of those 



Tombs of the Blind Dead. 


thrilling pictures from the late 60's and early 70’s. Their 
concerns are artistic not commerciai and their films seem of 
little interest outside Spain. However, there is one modern 
Spanish director of interest - Pedro Almadovar, only his 
films really cross the border and capture something vicious and 
visceral. The truth is that his films like the caustic ’Matador’ go 
much further than directors iike Eloy de la Iglesias or Vincente 
de Aranda wouid ever have been allowed to. 

While Franco’s death resulted in the end of censorship 
restrictions and helped bring about the glorious glut of horror, it 
was also responsible for its eventual demise. By the turn of the 
80’s, this new found freedom had begun to spread to other arts 
and led people to seek other pleasures, other diversions than 
the horror film. The age that helped foster the Spanish Horror 
film had come to an end and in the 80's with the explosion of 
video, hardcore films have come to be very popular in Spain, 
and Horror today is on its last legs. 

Here concludes the story of Spanish Horror - an 
interesting period in the history of European Cinema, a period of 
colour, life and a certain something instinctively Spanish. 

Francois Choquet 
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An interesting companion piece to 
the Spanish Horror Feature, this 
Interview with Jess Franco by 
Pierre Charles sheds some light 
on Franco's involvement with 
Orson Welles, Nick Ray and 
Producer Harry Alan Towers. It 
also shows him to be someone In 
love with film and committed to 
making films .... read on. 


Not many people know that Orson Welles 
chose you to direct the 2nd unit on 
'Chimes at MidnIghV which was shot 
in Spain. Welles was a friend of yours and 
perhaps you can say why he made so few 
films. 


JF: It's one of the terrible things about the 
way that Capitalism works in the cimena. 
Orson just didn't have the support of the 
Insurance Companies who make working 
in the American Film Industry so difficult. 

In America you begin by putting together a 
'package', then along come the production 
companies who say 'We'll give you a letter 
of credit for Z million dollars and we'll pay 
this the moment that the film is finished’. 
After that if you can get the backing of an 
Insurance Company, and American Bank 
will advance you the money. If you don't 
get that backing you doni get the money. 
That’s what happened to Orson. 


DE LA PERVERSION 
JUSQU’AU, 
SADISMS L 


Necronomicon 


Un film de JESS FRANCO 


JANINE REYNAUD 
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HOWARD VERNON / 


What else do you remember about working 
with Welles. 

JF: One of the problems with Orson was 
that he never finished anything. As soon 
as he started editing he would lock himself 
up with a Moviola and 2 or 3 assistants and 
go through every single shot. He'd begin to 
hate what he saw and spot mistakes that 
no one else would ever notice. And so he'd 
chuck out whole wonderful sequences. I 
think that 'Chimes at Midnight' which 
was really good., could have been even 
better if Orson hadn’t thrown away so 
many great scenes. 

Harry Saltzman who put up the 
money to finish the film wanted to see a 
rough cut. Orson wanted nothing to do with 
Saltzman and didnl want to get involved in 
a rough cut and Saltzman loved it. Finally 
Orson completed the editing and it wasn’t 
as good. Wht? Because of his 
perfectionism. He sees one face in the 
crowd looking at the camera. Something 
no one will notice when the film is shown 
and out goes that scene. 

Do you think that working in Europe is bad 
for distinctly American filmmakers? 

JF: 1 think that Europe has been bad for 
many American Filmmakers. Take the 
case of Nick Ray. He came to Europe and 
after two years had no idea what he was 
doing. He said to me,' My films are all shit. 
When I started I was just an innocent, a 
real American primitive. I told him not to 
worry, that it was just his personal 
problems that were troubling him. His wife 
had just killed herself. He was making '55 
Days at Peking', his last full feature. 
After that he went to live with a load of 
hippies in a commune. He said he was 
searching for something. Finally, I knew 
what it was he was searching for, it was 
death. 

Which are the favourites amongst your 
own films? 


JF; I know a lot of people rate the first 
'Orlof with Howard Vernon, but for me 
'Orlof is just a minor piece, best forgotten. 
I think I've made at least six much better 
films. 'Black Angel' was better, 
’Necromicon’ too which to go off at a 
tangent, I made without any script! I had a 
photocopy of a page of 'Necromicon', if 
you recall the film there's a scene where 
Jack Taylor reads this page. 

I also liked 'Dracula'. That I did 
with Howard Vernon and 'The Erotic 
Rites of Frankenstein'. ’The Eyes 
of Doctor Orlof was much better than 
the original, 'The Love Letters of a 
Portugese Nun' worked well and is 
without doubt my best film. 



My masterpiece - 1 hope you don’t 
think I'm being serious! • is a film called 
'Symphonie Erotique". It's based 
around a suite for piano and orchestra that 
Daniel White wrote. Around the White 
music I constructed a stroy that took 
place in Sintra in Portugal where I also 
shot 'Dracula vs Frankenstein'. I 
shot 'Symphonie Erotique' a bit like 
'Necromicon' - with only a few pages of 
script. I shot it in Autumn, the season 
when everything is tinged with gold - it's 
very strange, very dreamlike. There's 
almost no dialogue, just 2 or 3 voices off 
screen who read bits from Stendhal, Poe, 
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de Sade and Vaile Indan. I don’t know of 
it's a masterpiece but it should be! 
(laughs). 

You like private jokes, the detective in 
several of your films - A! Periera - is the 
name of an art director from the 40's. 

JF: Eddie Constantine played Al in 
'Cartes sur Table' also at the 
beginning of 'The Diabolical Dr Z'. Dr 
Zimmer gets a phone call. His daughter 
asks who is it. 'It's Bresson - a condemned 
man has escaped!' 

Were you ever asked to make a film in 
America? 

JF: I've made dozens of films for the 
Americans. Gorman got me a job with AlP 
after seeing 'Necromicon'. He insisted that 
they get me to direct the Fu Manchu films, 
after Don Sharp was contracted by the 
BBC. 

Ah Yes, they were in the series produced 
by Harry Alan Towers. 

JF: Harry was the executive producer on 
the films but they were people by America 
International. After I made the two Fu 
Manchus there was another adaptation 
from Sax Rohmer with the title'Sumuru', 
released in the US as The Girl from Rio'. 
The other films were '99 Women', 

Black Angel', 'The Bloody Judge’, 
'Count Dracula', 'Justine' and the 
last was 'Eugenie'. Harry had the role of 
Executive Producer but all of these films, 
except 'Eugenie' were for two production 
companies, American Internationa! and 
Commonwealth United. But to get back to 
Harry, he's a live wire, he has incredible 
energy . . . 

Kinski said of him that he spent half his life 
making films and the other half in prison. 

JF: (laughs) Yes, that's typical Kinski! 
Harry has been in some very tricky 
situations, in Spain and Italy. 

I suppose you're pretty immune to most 
critics who’ve written about you/ 

JF: That depends on who it is. I don't give 
a shit about the Critical Establishment. But 
still I do hope that people with the same 
view of cinema as I do will understand what 
i am trying to achieve and take that into 
account. 

What about the critics who praise your 
early films but frown upon yoUr more 
porngraphic films from the 70's. As far as 
I'm concerned you you were just a genuine 
film fan who kept a distance from some of 
what you were doing. 

JF: No, I never hold myself back when I 
make when I make a film. I try to make my 
films with all my heart because I love the 
Cinema. It's the only thing in the whole 
world that I still do love. 



But it must be more satisfying to make 
something with marvelous actors like 
Kinski & Balance than to throw together a 
cheap porno film in a few days with a 
bunch of unknowns. 

JF: It's not always possible to make films 
with the resources of 'Justine'. I have 
an actual physical need to make films. And 
I don’t just mean filming, I'm talking about 
preproduction, editing everything right 
down to the final print. I prefer making 
cheap sex films. I prefer that to doing 
nothing, don't think I'm one of those 
directors who has a lot of choice in what 
they do. I was banging my head against 
the wall for a long time, i tried to produce 
my own films but all I got was a slap in the 
face. So what should I do, give up? No 
way. 








